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PREFACE 


' There are two recensions of the Ramayan, one 
belonging to Benares and tbe North WeEft of India, 
the other to Bengal proper Two books out of the 
seven of which the latter consists, were published with 
an English prose translation in 1806 and 1810 by 
Carey and Marshraan, the venerable Missionaries of 
Serampore Two books of the Benares recension, 
with an excellent Latin translation of the first book 
and p\rt of the second, were published m 1829 by 
Augustus William von Scblegel A magnificent 
edition of the Bengal recension, with an accurate and 
elegant translation into Italian,^ has since beOn 
brought out, under royal auspices, by Signor Gorresio 
of Tunn, and a Preach translation of this edition has 
been published by M Hippolyte Pauche There is 
an excellent article on the Raroa^aiL n the West, 
minster Review, Vol L , and another full of interest 
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ing informatioE on the same subject in. the forty-fifth 
Number of the Calcutta Review. Professor Williams’s 
'' Indian Epic Poetry” gives a full analysis of the 
poem with several metrical specimens, and Mrs. Speir 
in “Life in’ Ancient India/’ and Mile Clarisse Bader in 
“ La Eemme dans L’Inde Antique” have written 
lovingly and gracefully upon the gieat work of Val- 
miki. To these authorities (and to Mr. Talboys 
Wheeler’s second volume of his history of India) the 
reader is referred for the results of European criticism 
upon the poem and for the opinions foimed of it 
in the West by those who havd become acquainted 
with the great poem of the Hindus either in the 
original or by means of translation H ere, instead of 
an introduction of my own, I offer what I think will 
be more interesting, some remarks by Baboo Prama- 
dadas Mittra, an orthodox FTindu, formerly my pupil 
and now my esteemed colleague 

“The Ramayan is the oldest and most glorious 
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poem of India, and its author, the saint Valmiki, -who 
18 consequently called^dt lain or the Father of poetry, 
18 held in the greatest veneration ** I adore that 
hohla — Y almiki, v?ho mounted on the branch of poesy, 
warble? in honeyed accents ‘Rama* and ‘Rama’ and 
‘Rama again —this is a literal rendenng of the 
stanza of salutation, composed by an unknown 
author, which prefaces every manuscnpt of the poem 
and genuinely breathes the feelings with which the 
Hmdu regards this holy bard The account given in 
the begmning of the poem of the incidents which led 
to its composition beautifully harmonizes with the 
main composition and touchingly shows how ezqui 
sitely tender and pure was that saintly heart which 
breathed forth a poem unnvalled perhaps in the 
world for its pathos and moral punty One day the 
saint accompanied by his disciple resorted to the holy 
stream Tamasa and finding the waters pure as the 
heart of the good asked his disciple to fetch his gar 
ment of bark He put it on, and descended into the 
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stream, performed his ablutions and muttered his 
prayers. Afterwards while roving amidst the woods 
situated on the banks of the sacred river, he saw a 
couple of herons wandering secure On a sudden 
the male was shot dead by a fowler, and the 
female, tossing herself about in the air, screamed out 
most pitifully her lamentations At this act of 
cruelty, the grief of the holy saint burst forth in the 
exclamation : 

wr itTfit-si ««i*. \ 

' Never for endless years, 0 forester, shalt thou 
obtain rest, as thou hast killed one of the lovmg 
couple of herons ’ ‘ 

TT e was struck with the rhythm of the sentence 

1 

he had almost unconsciously uttered , he brooded over 
it and the piteous event which called it forth A s he 

* Or, to versify in the metre of the original, excepting the rhyme 

■ No rest for ever circling jears, mayst tlion, 0 forester, obtain 

Bj vihose fell hand this harmlesB bird, nnilc sporting with hie mote, 
wab slain ’ 
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was seated in this mood of meditation and tenderness, 
Brahma himself, the creator of the world, appeared, 
as it IS said, before him, exhorted him to sing the deeds 
of the glorious hero Eama in tho metre in which hia 
tenderness had expressed itself, and inspired him with 
the knowledge of his whole histoiy, in all its parti 
culars whether hidden or public, the dmne saint 
Narada having already introduced him to it by a 
relation of the mam events This account which is 

' t 

now contained in the introductory portion of the 
poem itself was perhaps ongmallvnreserved separately 
hy tradition 

t 

Valmilti, -who "was <'oTitemporary with his hero, 
began to compose hia poem when Kama had ascend- 
ed hi3 paternal throne, having returned from the 
woods, with his Sita restored 

To write a cnticisro on the poetiy of the Bama 
yan tucely discerning and aptly delineating the van 
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ous beauties is a task requiring an ability far more 
than I can lay claim to I will therefore simply 
express the general feelings whicli its perusal excites 
in eveiy Hindu of true sensibility. No where else, 
I believe, are poetrj" and morality so charmingly 
umted each elevating the other as in the pages of 
this really holy poem. There are indeed many poeti- 
cal compositions nay almost all good poetiy is such 
as forcibly teach us some moral truths, but the 
Eamayan is the only poem which inspires our 
breasts with a love of goodness in the entire sense of 
the word. We rise from its perusal with a loftier 
idea of almost all the virtues that can adorn man 
of truth, of filial piety, of paternal love, of female 
chastity and devotion, of a husband’s faithfulness and 
love, of fraternal affection, of meekness, of forgive- 
ness, of fortitude, of universal benevolence What, 
for instance, can excite a greater reverence of Divine 
Truth than the perusal of that scene where Dasaratha 
parts with his beloved son for her sake and at last 



riiEi’Acr- 


x\ 

Bacnficcs his hro for her I Wlmt enn more iinpres 
Bivcly teach us film! love than the conduct of Rama 
giving up his domestic fchcilj, his kingdom, to pre 
servo his father’s vowt Well maj tlio Rama) an 
challenge Uio literature of ever} ago and country to 
produce a poem that can boast of such perfect charac 
ters os a Rama and a Sita 

The loftiness of its moral tone, though a high 
one, 13 not the only rccomincndntion of tho poem 
It IS true, in several places, it is mere prosaic narm 
tion, yet there is an ample profusion in it of true 
poetry — glowing delineations of human passions, do 
hcato paintings of natural beauties, and magnificent 
descriptions of battle scenes 

In the “ Scenes ’ now offered to tho public some- 
thing like a connected story of tho hero 8 adventures 
IS given from his birth to tho loss of Sita the re 
mainderof the story including the Sioge of Lanka 



PREFACE. 


xvi 

the Defeat of Eavan, and the happy recovery of Sita, 
may, perhaps, follow. The ** Birth of Eama, I 
should observe, is not from the Eamayan, but from 
the Eaghuvansa of the later poet Kalidasa 

The chief characteristic of the Eamayan being 
simplicity, I have not attempted to give ray lines a 
polish which would lessen their resemblance to the 
original, and I haye endeavoured rather to be faith- 
ful to the spirit of my author and, if possible, to be 
readable, than to translate as closely as I might have 
done. 

The Messenger Cloud is the work of Kalidasa, 
the poet of sweet Sakontala If Professor D H. 
Wilson’s graceful version of this little poem had 
been easily accessible to the general reader 1 should 
not have attempted my paraphrase 

Most of the pieces now published m a collective 
foim have appeared m the Pandit, the Beuares Col- 
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lege Journal of Sansknt lileraluro Hie “ Hcnnils 
Son’ reprinted, Millia few alterations, from 
‘‘Specimens of Old Indian Poetry 

Benares I 
My l7(/i 1SG3 ) 


A few slight alterations have been made m this 
edition, and the following pieces have been added, 

BITA IN PB180N, KAMA IN THE BPRINO, TIDINOS OP SltA, 
EAVAN 3 PALACE, THE OMENS, EAT AN DEAD, SITA DI3 
GRACED, HOME, THE DESCENT OF OANOA, TARA S LAMENT, 
AND INGEATITDDE 

Benares College 1 
January 1870 J 




AYODHYA ' 


Nods Bomm s daaa Ayodhya, le «4jour de» pnnces de U dynaatie 
oloire Da-»r*th* rigne Nou somw en pleinigedor et ea luant lea 
uneuBBB d scriptwna de U roj le c td o b« ful uae haute ide de la cwib?* 
toudBlIad dai s ua Bi^le ant^n u h cel\u de Salomon. —M lu Cr E 
Badeb La Ptvmt dans I Inde am 


Oh pleasant Satjus* fertile side 
There lies a rich domam 
V7ith countless herds of cattle ihionged 
And gay with golden gram 
There built by Manu * Pnnce of men 
That saint by all revered 

> Th rums of the snaeoi eepitaJ of Bus aud the Children of the Sun 
mysttUb traced in the p eeent Ajudbya, near Fyzabed. Ajudbya is tbff 
J rusalem or Hecca of th« Hindua. 

* The Sarju o Qbagra, anciently called Sarayu nses in the Himalayas 
and. afla* dooting Uunugh the pw^iac ol Oodh faWa into th Qatijea 

* This Menu was the first prince of tbe Solar dynasty 

First M nu reigned r vered by teery sage — AoyAwranjo / 16 



2 


AYODllYA. 


Ayoclbya, famed through every land, 
Her stately towers upreared 
Her vast extent, her structures higli, 
"With every beauty deekt. 

Like Indra s city,' showed the skill 
Of godlike architcci 
Oi like a bright creation sprung 
From limner’s magic art. 

She seemed too beautiful for stone 
So fair was every part. 

Twelve leagues the queenly city lay 
Down the broad river’s side, 

And, guarded well with iroat and wall, 
The foeman’s power defied 
Her ample streets were nobly planned. 
And streams of water flowed 
To keep the fragrant blossoms fresh. 
That stiewed her royal road 
There many a pimcely palace stood 
In line on level ground , 


Isdra IB the Hindu Jove. The name of hiB celestial city is Amanivati 
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Here temple and triumphal arc 
And nmpart banner-crowned 
There gilded turrets rose on higli 
Above the waving green 
Of mango-groves and bloomy trees 
And flowery knots between 
On battlement and gilded spire 
The pennon wa\cd in state 
And warders with the ready bow 
Kept watch at every gate 
She shone a very mine of gems 
Ihe throne of Fortunes Queen 
So many hued h“r gay parterres 
So bngl t her fountains sheen 
Hei pleasure grounds weie fllled at lvc 
W ith many a happy throng 
And ever echoed with the sound 
Of merry feast and song 
1 ut meat and dnnk of noblest sort 
In plenty there were stored 
And all enjoyed their share of wealthy 
^for heaped th** mi er s ho^rd 
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At morn the hlossom-scented <in 
The clouds of incense stirred, 

And blended with the wreath’s perfume 
The sweet fresh smell of cuul 
Streamed through her streets, in endless line, 

Slow wain and flying cai 
Horse, elephant, and merchant tram 
And envoys from afai 
Her ample arsenals were filled 

With sword, and club, and mace 
And w'ondrous engines, dealing death,’ 

Within her tow’ers had place 
Nor there unknown the peaceful arts 
That youthful souls entrance. 

Of player, minstrel, mime, and hard. 

And girls that w^eave the dance 
Theie rose to heaven the Veda-chant, 

Here hlent the lyre and lute 
Theie rang the stalwart archer’s string, 

Heie softly hieathed the flute 

’ The sataghni, i e cenUcide, or slayer oJ ahundred, is generally supposed, 
says Wilson, to be a sort of fire arms, or the anr lent Indian rochet , but it is 
also described as •’ stone set round with iron spikes 
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J iie swiftest horaes wJnrled hei cai*)* 

Of noblest form and breed 
Yanayu n* mare that mocked the wind 
And VahU s* fiery steed 
There elephants that once had roamed 
On Vindhyas mountains vied 
With monsters from the bosk} dell** 

That shag Himala}as side 
ihe liest of Brahmans gathered thete 
Xiie flame of worship fed 
And versed in all the Vedas )oie 
1 lioir 111 es of \ irtue led 
Pv pemnoc clunU and (ruth 

I hey kept each «cii e controlled 
And giving freel) ol their tore 
Till ailed the saints of i Id 
Her dames were ptciless for the chaiin 
Of hgviie voice and fice 
For level} modesty and truth 
And woman s gentle grace 

' The l tion of Vanaju u not exactly determius't t Reems lo ba e 
lain to th North "tt eat of India. 

Vabli orY^tlika is the modern Balib 
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Tlieir husbands, loyal, wise, and kind, 
Were heroes in the field, 

And sternly battling with the foe, 

Could die, but never yield 
The poorest man was nchly blest 

With knowledge, wit, and health , 
Each lived contented with his own, 

Nor envied other’s wealth 
All scorned to he no misei there 
His bulled silver stored 
The braggart and the boast were vlmnned. 
The slanderous tongue abhorred 
Each kept his high observances. 

And loved one faithful spouse 
And troops of happy children crowned, 
With fruit, then hoi} low's 
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LanVs, or Oyloo (aU«a under the domiatoD of t pnnce oatoed 
lUvaa vrho ttm a demon ( eucU pove that dint of penance be bad ex 
iorted froBi the Qod Brahma a pr mi$e tt at no immortal ahould deBtt07 bun 
B eb a pramue was aa reUntt ta u the Qreeh Pate from eihieh Joee bunaelf 
ould n t esc pe and TUr n nowde ming himtelf inrulnerable gave op as 
c t urn and tyranniaed se the «t ote of eoutbero India At length ee n 
the Qod ID h a en w re d t eesed t the deetruct on f holioeaa and oppree 
ai n of VI tue conseque t npon Ravan s tjraonies and tbej called a connc 1 
n the man ion ! Brah a to conaide Itow the r rth could be reUeved from 
ch a d nd —Mrs *trtiR L ft n A ttnt I d a 


T-hus to the Lord by whom the worlds were m'xde 
Jhe Gods of Heaven in full assembly prayed 
0 Brahma mighty by thy tendered grace 
Fierce Ravan leader of the giant race 
Torments the Gods too feeble to withstand 
The ceaseless fun of his heart hand 
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Fiom lliee wpll plcaspil, lie gained in da's of ol-l 
That «?aving gift by uliich he wave*; bold , 

And we, obedient to that high bche';!. 

Bear all bis outiage, patient and opprest 
He scourges — impious fiend earth, hell, and sky , 

t 

And Indra, lord of Gods, would fain def) 

Mad witb thy boon, he ve\es in his rage 
Fiend, angel, seraph, Brahman, saint, and sage 
Fiom him the Sun restrains his wonted glon, 

Nor dares the Wind upon his face to blon , 

And Ocean, nechlaced with the wandeimg wa^e, 
Stills the wild waters till they cease to ra\ e 
O Father, lend us thine avenginji aid, 

And slay this fiend, for ne are sore afraid ’ 


They ceased Then pondering in his secret mind, 
' One way,’ He said, ' to stay this scourge, T find 
Once, at his prayer, I swore his life to guard 
From God and angel, fiend, and heavenlj bard 
'But the proud giant, in o’erweening scorn, 

Becked not of mortal foe, of woman born 
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Man onij man this hideous pest ma} slav 
None else can take his channcd life awaj 

When Brahma s speech the Gods and sages heard 
Their fainting souls -with hope reviving stirred 
Then crowned with glory like a mighty flame 
Lord Vishnu timely to the council came 
Shell mace and discus m his bands he bore 
And royal raiment tinged with gold be wore 
Hailed by the Gods most glorious to behold 
With shining armlets forged of bumisht gold 
He rode his eagle through the reverent crowd 
Like the Sun borne upon a darksome cloud 
Lost in deep thought he stood by Brahmas side 
V bile all the Immortals praised his name and cried 

0 Vishnu Lord divine thine aid ue craie 
Fnend of the worlds the ruined worlds to save 
Divide thy godhead Lord and for lha sake 
Of Gods and men man s nature on thee take ’ 

Cp P radu Lo t Book HI 281 
The r nature als to thy oatu e ]oui 
And be thy elt man among m n on earth 
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'Die fell fiend Ravan, lavener' ablioiicd , 

Slay him, and all his lace, avenging Lord ' 

Tlien turn triumphant to thmc home on high 
And leign for ever in the ransomed sky.’ 

* Vir^ianam rdxanam Literally Ravnn wlio caunen v ceping 

For a eimilar play upon tlic word ep Paridi'o Regained 
“ And saw tbo rtirent with their homed licakn 
Food to Elijah hanging, c\cn and mom, 

Though rateuoitr^ taught to ah<laiii from what they brought 
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The scene changea to earlb wl ere Diaoralha King of Ay odbjrs after 
a life spent in deeds of virtue finds bu jevn dram g to a close vritboitt sny 
beirto defend bi old agecrateceed tobia erovn A I oly rut oraaiot 
rereali to bim tbat he aball obtain b d a tea on perfoming tie AtiMntdAa, 
or sacnfiee of a bone ebieb oceup ee cbapre mment place in tbe 11 ndu 
rel gious rites The saenfice la accord n 1y performed and ivitb tbe promised 
result. D aaratbaa three srirea become tbe tnotben of four aooa allpartic 
patiogin the divine nature of Vi hnu but IUma> tbe eldest, u Visbnu 
himielf — nrsfat Rufrr /fcrtcv OeCo&er 1648 p 41 


With costly sacriBcc ^\lth praise aud prayer 
Ayodbyas King had claimed from Heaten an heir 
When from the shnne where burnt ihe holy flame 
Scaring the priests a glonous angel came 
With arms that trembled as they scarce could hold 
A flood of nectar in a vase of gdld 
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A weight too vabt for even him to beat, 

For Vishuu’s self, the first of Gods, was there 
With reverent awe the Lord of Kosal’s land* 
Received the nectar from the angel’s hand, 

As erst Lord Indra from the milky wave 
Took the sweet drink that troubled Ocean gave ’ 


Soon as the queens had shaied that mystic bowl, 
Hope, sure and stedtast, filled each lady’s soul 
They saw, in dreams, a glonous host who kept 
Their w^itch around them, as they sweetly slept 
They mounted skyward on the Feathered King,’ 

Who spread a glory with each golden wing. 

And as he shot through plains of ether drew 
The cloudy rack to follow where he flew 
Now Lakshmi,* w'lth her consort’s mystic gem 

' Koaala was the name of the kingdom of which Aj odbja was 
capital 

* The Amrtt, or neotar of the Indian Gods, buned at the Deluge 
recovered at the Churning of the Ocean The story is told in the Maha 
1 ala and translated in Sptiime^t of old Indian Poetry 

^ The sacred bird of Vishnu, Garuda by name , 

* Lakshmi, Goddess of Beauty and Fortune, was the wife of Vishnu 
mystic gem is called Kaustubha 

“ the best 

Of gems, that bums with hving light 
Upon Lord Vishnu’s' breast,” 
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Sparkling upon her breabt for love of them 
Came from the skies and her own radiant hand 
Their slumbenng ejehds with a lotus finned 
Then from their homes on high — their holy liaii 
Damp from the lucid stream that wanders there — 
Came in a glorious dream the star throned Seven ' 
Whispering softly ot the Lord of Heaven 


Proud waxed the Monarch as each happy queen 
Told the bnght visions that her eyes had seen 
No king he deemed with him m bliss could vie 
No nor tbe Father of the earth and sky 
As many a river lends its silver breast 
Wiiere tbe calm image of the moon may rest 
So m the bosom of each lady lay 
lhat God divided who is one for aye 
Soon like the luminous herb which ere tis night 
Wins from the setting sun a ray of light 

' Th sere;! great BaiDts wb aethe elareof tbe constelUti q t ti 
M ] The aeven great aainte who star the northern ek; £irik / Ike 
IFar Ood 

* Tbe setting sun e^y the I di n poeU depos U • portion f his light 
with cerU n plants which emit luminous rays tn his absence 
Like g ms in dsrkoess, issuing rays 
Th y re treasured Irom tbe sun tb Is Mt —Latin ftoolh 
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Kausalya' gained a child, a lovely stai, 

To chase the shadow of the night afar 
A babe so bright, that every torch grew dim 
In the Queen’s chamber, when rt shone near him. 
They named him Rama,' for the child shall bring 
Eternal joy to all who hail him Emg 
Then the young mother, languid, pale, and worn. 
Looked, as she nursed her babe, her newly bom, 

Like Ganga by the autumn heat opprest, 

"With one sweet lotus on her island-breast. 

And Queen Kaikeyi bare a noble child, 

Named Bharat, beautiful, and meek, and mild . 

By fond affection and obedience, sent 
To be his mother’s pnde and ornament 
Like gentle modesty that l^nds new grace 
To each dear wmnmg charm of Beauty’s face 
Then Queen Sumitra, fairest of the fair, 

Twm children, Lakshman and Satrughna, bare 
Thus self-control and knowledge spring to light. 
When fruitful learnmg is employed aright 

* Elausalya was cluef of the three queens of Dasaraths 

* Rama is d'nved from the root Jtam to sport, take pleasure. 
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The babes were bom then sm and sorrow fled 
And joy and virtue reigned supreme instead 
For Visbnu s self disdained not mortal birth 
And Heaven came with him as ho came to earth 
Once more the regions where each guardian lord 
Had quailed before the giant he abhorred 
Were cheered with breezes pure from dust and stain 
And freed from terror hailed a gentler reign 
The 6re was dimmed by cloudy smoke no more 
And the sun shone untroubled as before 
But Ravan s Glory poured her sorrows down 
In jewels dropping from the giants crown 
While drums of triumph beaten m the sky 
Woke the. King s music to a glad reply 
And the first nte to bless the joyful hour 
Was the rich down pour of a fragrant shower 
Of blossoms falling from the heavenly trees 
On the proud monarch s gilded galleries 


Graced with the holy ntes and nursed with care 
As the babes strengthened fairer and more fair, 
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So -with their growth increased their fathei’s joj 
An elder brother to each darling boy 
Modest 'by natuie, gentle nurture's aid 
More modest still the youthful princes made 
Thus, when the sacred oil its influence lend‘5, 

In brighter spires the hallowed flame ascends 
AVith virtues blent in sweet accoid to grace 
The ancient line of Raghu’s’ sinless race 
As all the seasons of the year combine 
To deck the garden ivhere the Gods recline . 
They loved as brothers in their royal home, 

But still in pairs they ever chose to roam 
Rama and Lakshman closer ties allied, 

And Bharat wandered by Satrughna’s side, 
Ij’nkt in eternal love, lihe wind and lire. 

Or the dear Moon and Sea his foster-sire ’ 

As when, at summer’s close, daik clouds arise, 
Bunging sweet comfoit to men’s longing eyes. 


f grandfalber of Rama was one of the most celebrated 

of the Solar dynasty and has given his name to the family 

TPn J ® Ocean the moon with other buried treasures was 

parental agbcUon''’ therefore, it is still regaided with 
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So the fa,ir children won the people s hearts 
By gentle graces and attractive arts 
Hen deemed that Duty Profit Love and Bits 
Had come incarnate from their world to this 
And with more pnde the father s bosom glowed 
For the rare virtues and the love they showed 
Than for the pearls m countless tribute pouted 
By the four oceans to delight their lord 
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And when at eve bis warlike task was o cr 
He sat and listened to their peaceful lore, 
lust pure and prudent full of lender ruth 
The foe of falsehood and the fnend of truth 
Kind slow to anger prompt at misery s call 
He loved the people and was loved of all 
Proud of the duties of his Wamor race 
His soul was worthy of his pnneely place 
Resolved to win, hy many a glorious deed 
Throned with the Gods in Heaven a priceless meed 
"What though Bnhaspati' might hardlv vie 
With him in eloquence and quick reply 
None heard the music of his sweet lips floa 
In idle wrangling or for empty show 
He shunned no toils that student s life beBt 
But learned the Vedas and all Holy Writ 
And e en eclipsed his father s archer fame 
So swift his arrow and so sure his aim 


Then rose a longing in the Monarch s breast 
* 0 that the Gods would take me to their rest * 

‘ The Preceptor of the Gods 
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Miglit I but SCO, CIO }ct m> com sc be run, 

^Ihe ballowoil svateis poured \ipou mj ‘fou 
Sec m mine age, a woitb) lioir, imnc own 
Beloved Hama on Ajodhja’s throne ’ ’ 

Then with his friends he tounscllcd that his ht!r 
Should r.vse liK burthen and div idc the e.irc 
l'\n, old and woin, he felt that do vth w vs m^h. 
And daik signs threatened both m eailh .nid skv 
But still he quailed not, foi he knew how de.u 
All held Prince Rama, and this banisht feat 

Forthwith ho summoned, for the solemn day, 
People and pnnees near and far away 
They came . and splendid in Ins king’s attire 
He looked upon them, as the Eternal Sire, 

In all the glory of a God arrayed. 

Gazes upon the creatures he has made 

Like heavenly music, very sweet and loud, 
Thus spake the Monarch to the gathered crowd 

t 

Needs not for me, ye noble lords, to sliow, 

How like fond fathers, as full well ye knorv, 
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The ancient monnrchs of our famous lino 
Have ruled this mighty realm \ihich now is mine 
Their glonous steps forbade my feet to stray 
And I have laboured with a lo\ mg sway 
Neath the white canopy s imperial shade ' 

Till strength is vanisht and my health decayed 
To bless my people if they ha\e been blest 
And now my weary spirit longs for rest 
For many thousand years have ocr me flown * 

And many generations round me gron n 
And past awa> No longer can I bcai 
Ihe rulers labour and the judges care 
Ihe royal power and dignity a weight 
Too vast but for the young and temperate 
I long to rest mine anxious labour done 
And on the throne to set ray darling son. 

For all the virtues lent to me adorn 
Rama my dearest and my eldest born. 

* The wb te umbrelU w&s ne of the iob gua of roTaUf 

Theanc ent kings of Indi enjoyed lives of more than patriarchal length 
While tbu 8 Indra reigns above the sky 
He ruled the earth ten tbo ea d years fleiv by 
Bag\ irania X. 1 
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Ye have the plan which I have pondeied long 
Approve it now, or, if ye (leem it wrong, 

Show, after due debate, a, wiser way, 

Which I will strive to follow if I may ’ 

He ceased A murmui of so loud acclaim 
From lords and commons in glad answer came, 

A.S when wild peacocks at the lain rejoice, 

And hail the big cloud with their jubilant voice 
The geneial shout from all the people round 
Shook the high palace with u storm of sound 
And when the crowd, assembled there, had learned 
The will’ of him who right and gam discerned, 
Aftei a brief debate, with one accord, 

They spake in answer to tlieir sovereign lord 

‘ Rest, aged Ring, and let Piince Rama shaie 
The toil too sore for thee, as Regent Heir 
Our own dear Prince so gallant and so strong, 

All tongues will bless him as he rides alonsr 
All hearts rejoice above his brow to see 
The canopy thftt long has shaded thee 
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Amid the noblest of the world not one 
Can match the virtues of thy godlike son 
In him alone all peerless graces blend 
The fearless foeman and the faithful friend 
Versed m the statutes kind to all m need 
Quick to encourage every noble deed 
True to his promise resolute of soul 
Curbing each passion with a firm control 
Kind to the Brahmans skilled in Senpture s page 
The friend of learning and the prop of age 
Matchless on earth with spear and sword and shield 
Lord of the arras which heavenly warriors wield 
Thine order bids him tame some foeman s pnde , 

He comes a \ ictor Lakshman at his side 
Then from his elephant or car he bends 
To greet the townsmen as beloved friends 
Asks how each man and child and servant thrives 
How fare our young disciples babes and wives 
And like a lovii^ father bids us tell 
That Heaven accepts our ntes and all is well 
liong has each matron long each tender maid 
At morn and eve for Kama s welfare prayed 
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Ami Rama’s gloiies cvei}’ lioui .iic stiiig 
In to%\n and \illage by the old and young 
Then giant the piayer, by us this da}' icnowed, 
And conseciatc oui Piincc, Loul Rama, lotus-hued 
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“But 0 la Uipr ne*a wi* all tMtrofcd bj tU« intngim of DaMratban 
eec4n«lvife KtAwas]« > of Ram a I <I»t tl at ber aon Blia^t 

vhould bo lb« ( iture btog Mrs Srtjn. 


High on the palace roof Kaikeyi b maul 
Uhe crook back Mantlmra, the town suraeyctl 
She saw ibe water sprinkled o cr the street 
And flowery heaps and garlands frash and sweet 
Saw pennons playing in the scented air 
And busy Brahmans bustling here and there 
From every comer as around sho gazed 
She heard a concert of glad music raised 
"While every temple shone with purest white 
That the maid marvelled at the festive sight 
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She turned to Rama's nurse, who standing by, 

Gazed on the scene with rapture-rolling eye, 

And cned ‘ I pray thee, aged matron, say. 

Does Rama’s mother scatter gifts to-day ? 

Have the Gods listened to Kausalya’s vow, 

And made the frugal Queen so lavish now 

1 

The white-robed nurse, wntli transport uncontrolled, 
A 11 the, glad story to the damsel told 
‘ To-morrow’s happy light will sec,’ she cried, 

‘ Prince Rama Regent by his father’s side ’ 

f 

Down from the roof, high as Kailasa’s' head. 

In funous haste the crook-back maiden sped 
Planning accursed guile, her soul aflame, 

Where Queen Kaikeyi lay asleep, she came 
‘ Up, Queen >’ she cried, ‘ unclose thy heedless eyes , 
Huge peril threatens thee, awake > arise ’ 

Art thou still sleeping, still too blind to see 
The load of misery that ciushes thee? 

* ‘ One of the loftieat peaks of the Himalayas. 
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Boast of tliy liusbanti s love and find too late 
His taunted favour but disguises hate 
Hum to thee and thine tby lord has planned 
To make Pnnee Hama Regent ocr the land 
In fear and gnef and rage thy faithful slave 
Has hither fled to warn thee and to save 
Are not my fortunes closely knit with thine ? 

Thy gam and peril, both are also mine 

And thou the scion of a princely race 

Shouldst know the frauds which royal hearts disgrace 

Poor Queen he loves thee not tby treacherous lord 

Can smile upon thee while ho bares the sword 

And thy sweet soul pure from all thought of sm 

Sees not the cruel snares that hem ibco m 

Kind flattenng words ho makes thine empty dower 

But Queen Kausalya has the wealth and power 

Far from tby side thine own dear son be sends 

To live an exile with his mothers fnends 

And every nval thus removed from sight 

He gives to Hama all the royal might 

Alas ! deluded lady thou hast prest 

A deadly serpent to thy foolish breast, 
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Lavishing love on him who works thee woe, 

No loving husband but a mortal foe. 

Come, rouse thee, mistress, while there yet is time , 
Ensure thy safety and prevent the cnme 
Up from thy careless ease > awake, and bo 

t 

The saviour of thy son, thyself, and me.’ 

Up rose Kaikeyi radiant with delight, 

Like the calm moon upon the autumn night. 

And spoke these words in answer, as she gave, 

For the glad news, a necklace to the slave . 

‘ Take this, dear maiden, for thy pains, and say 
How can my love thy welcome tale repay. 

1 3oy that Bama shares his father's throne : 

I love Kausalya’s son e’en as I love mine own ’ 

The handmaid’s soul with gnef and fury burned ^ 
She cried in angei, as the gift she spumed 
‘ What * on the sea of whelming luin tost, 

Canst thou rejoice when all but hope is lost ^ 
Heart-sick I am, yet smile to see thy joy 
When pcnl threatens and will soon destroy. 
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If thou Tvert ^^1S0 thou scarce would^t hail I wccn 
For king the offspring of a nva! queen 
Soon vrilt thou stand m menial habit drest 
And move obedient to licr high behest 
Yea thou wilt serve with us who ser\o tlicc now 
And sec thy child before his brother bow 
Then Eamas wife will triumph queen of all 
And thy poor daughter be a helpless thrall 


The virtuous Rama thus the dame replied 
From virtues path will never turn aside 
Obedient grateful pure from stam and tnic 
As eldest born be only gams liis due 
His lords and brethren man) a year will share 
Blest in his rule his kind paternal care 
And when a hundred )cars have past nwav 
M) son dear Bharat will enjoy the swa) 


I lave. Petjom Bama. as, 

1 see no fault to stain him no not one 
Gentle and lowly good and kind is he 
\^Meek to his mother meeker still to me 
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What though he lule, there is no cause ot fear, 
To hun. his brethren as his soul are dear 
And though in name his father’s place he fill, 
Bharat will share the royal sceptre still ’ 


Kaikeyi ceased The impatient maiden sighed. 
And thus with teais of grief and spite replied , 

‘ Ah Queen, what frenzy has assailed thy mind. 

And made thee thus to instant danger bhnd ? 

Too bhnd to mark the seas of gnef and woe 
That o’er thy head with whelming fury flow. 

For after Bama Kama’s son will reign. 

Nor hope of kingship for thy child remain 
One heir is monarch when a monarch dies, 

Else wild confusiomin the state would rise 
And be he good osr bad, the power will fall 
To him, the eldes ,born and lord of all. 

Know, tender ih'other, that thy boy must flee, 

A ivretched outcast, from his^home and thee. 

For Kama’s hand thy darling son will drive 
An exile hence, if haply left ahve 
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Come take tbc counsel that is wise and good 
And banish Kama to the distant ^ood 
Then we who serve thee well a faithful tram 
Will bail with joy Pnnee Bbarats happier reiga 
How shall he, worthy of a nobler fete 
From birth tho object of his brothers hate 
Poor and despised hts weallliy tyrant s scorn 
Obey tbc mandates of the elder bom ? 

Anse sweet Queen to save thy child arise I 
Prostrate beneath his brothers feet he lies 
Liko some young elephant who proud to lead 
His trooping consorts through tho woods to feed 
Meets with a hungry lion m the way 
And sinks in death his ruthless victor s prey 

Then flasht the fury from Kaikcyi s oj es 
As thus she spake with long and burning sighs 
This day my son upon tbe throne shall see 
And Hama banisht to the wood shall flee 
But aid me damsel and some plan declare 
lo drive him hence and make ray child the heir 
Hast thou forgotten ? thus the maid replied 
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‘Or dost tliou !o\c tliy sceict tlionghts to linlo? 

Oi dost thou N\ish, gu) Qucon, to htcir mo toll 

An ancient stoi) c\hicli thou knouc-st ^'.(11? 

Then I will speak Lady, be thmc to hoar, 

And mark my counsel with attentive t ir 

In days of yoie the Gods thy husband cho-e 

To aid their arms against their demon foes 

Tliou, of thy love, didst follow where he led, 

And thou wast near him wlicn he fought and bled 

Thy care preserved him, when in desperate stufc 

He sank exhausted, and rastored lus life 

Grateful for this, thy lo\ ing husband bw ai e 

To grant two boons, tliy first and second pra}cr. 

Then come, remind him of his ancient oath, 

Recall the promised gifts and claim them both 

Roi thine own son, thj well-loied Bharat, claim 

The right of heirship and the Regent’s name. 

And pray that Rama in the woods may roam 

Twice seven long years an exile from his homo 

Once more attend the gloomy chamber' seek, 

* Literally, the chanhej of icrath, a ‘growlery,’ a small, darV, room, to 
vjliicli, it seems, tke ■wives and ladies ol Uio King used to betake themselves 
when offended 
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Kagc in lliinc ejc and Icata upon thy cheek , 
With robes disordered and disbc\cllcd hair 
Tall on the cold ground and lie prostrate there 
When the King comes still sad and speechless he 
Give him no answer lift not up thine C}C 
Well do I know that thou hast eicr been 
And more than c\ cr art, lus favourite queen 
For thy dear sake lied dare O well loved dame 
To cast his body to the burning flame 
Such death were welcome but he neer will brook 
To anger thee or bear thmc angry look 
Fain will he offer gems and pe.irls and gold 
Heed not his gifts ho silent stern and cold 
Then to his mind those promised boons recall 
And claim them boldly lie will grant thee all 
When he has raised his darling from the floor 
And sworn again to grant as first he swore 
Xhen for thy son demand the royal swa} 

And dnve Prince Rama to the woods away 
Hope and be bold the King is well inclined 
And this the hour to move his easy mind 
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Then Queen Kaikeyi, full of joy and pndc. 
Thus to hei maid m gladsome tone rcphed 
‘ Good IS the plan thy ready 'wita devise, 

Sagest of damsels, true and deep and ise ’ 
Without thy constant care, thy faithful aid, 
Unknown to me the King his plot had laid 
The crook-back race are hideous to the sight, 
Deformed, malicious, horn for guile and spue . 

Far other thou, with features foimed to please, 

A lovely lotus bending to the breeze 

Thy hump, dear damsel, too, becomes thee w ell. 

For there the arts of noble warriors dwell , 

And when Kausalya’s son makes way for mine. 
Around that hump a chain of gold shall shine 
Yes, I will deck thee on that happy day 
When Bama banisht takes my fear away * 

With finest gold these hands thy bump shall deck. 
And fling rich pearls around thy graceful neck 
A precious frontlet, wrought with utmost care. 
Bound on thy brow, shall make thy face more fair ; 
And thou shalt move along in bright attire, 

Bach woman’s envy and each man’s desire 
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Fair as a lovely Goddess shall thou bo 
And challenge the sweet moon to ns al thee 

Her lady s praise ith joy the damsel heard 
And thus again with wiles her spirit stirred 
As the Queen lay upon her sumptuous bed 
Like sacred fire upon tlie altar fed 
Mistress, arise the glorious plot oimplclo 
Let the King find tbco m thy dark retreat 
No prudent builder will the bridge dela> 

Till the viild waters shall have rolled aiiaj ' 

She ceased. The lady of the glorious c>cs 
Rose from her couch as Matithara bade her nsc 
And sought the mourner s cell in beauty s prido 
Sure of his love who gave and ne er denied 
There on the ground obedient to the girl 
She threw her necklace and cadi peerless pearl 
And all the lustre to her beauty lent 
By sparklmg chain and golden ornament 
Like a fair nymph upon the ground she fell 
And Soon sheened thy task ivill be to tell 
That Bharat rules as heir m Rama s stead 
Or that the Monarch s darling queen is dead 
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" Unfortunately DasaratRa liad once given a pronaiae to Bbarat's mother 
that he would grant any two boons she pleased to ash The promise had been 
made in years gone by, when he had been dangerously wounded in battle, and 
caretuUy attended by this wife, Kaikeyi , and amongst Hindus a promise was 
irrevocable, and therefore the wretched King felt compelled to yield, although, 
the first boon required was to banish Rama for a period of fourteen years, and 
the second to declare Bhatat the heir apparent ” Life in Ancient India 


Slow and majestic, as the Lord of Night,’ 

When his full glory fears the Dragon’s’’ might. 
Glides through the calm fields of the autumn shy, 
Where clouds with fleecy skirts are floating hy, 


' The moon, with the Hindus, is masculine 

^ Rahu, the ascending node, is in mythology a demon with the tail of 
a dragon whose head was severed frqm his body hy Visanu, but being immortal 
the head and tail retained their separate existence, and being transferred to 
the stelUr sphere became the authors of eclipses , the first especially by en- 
deavQucing to swallow the sun and moon 
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So to Kaiie}i& palace ncli and va t 

King Dasaratba m his gloty past 

There stalked flamingoes mixt with swans and cranes 

And gorgeous peacocks spread their jewelled trams , 

There screamed the parrot in hia home of wire 
There breathed the music of the flute and lyre 
There many a damsel waited in the shade 
Here sat a divarf and there a crook back maid 
Lay m the shadow of the woien bower 
Where glowed the Champac* and Asoca* flower 
There many a porch above the waving wood 
On ivory columns wrought with sdier stood 
There trees that aje with fruit and blossom glowed 
0 er limpid waters hung their tempting load 
Here seats of silver and of gold were placed 
Here cates and viands lured the dainty taste 
Not e eii the Cods who dwell at case I ween 
Could boast a brighter home than that fair queen 

’ A tree bears yellow flowers of fl 1 cious fn^sace 
The maid of Ind a, bl st agaia to hold 
Iq her f II lap the Cb mpac lea es of g Id. — £aUa Itotih 

* The Joneeu Asoca one of Ihcloteliesl trees o! ladu and pe haps f 
th whole world 
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With longing eyes the Monarch looked around. 
But no Kaikeyi m her bower he found , 

Yet ’twas the time at which the royal dame 

Was ever there to greet him as he came 

Then, moved by love and vext with anxious thought, 

X 

News of his darling from her maids he sought. 

‘ My lord,’ a trembhng damsel thus rephed, 

‘ The Queen m anger to the cell has hied ’ 

Then sick at heart, his senses all astray, 

The Monarch hastened where the lady lay 
Upon the cold bare ground, in mean attire. 

While gnef consumed her as a burning fire. 

Prostiate and speechless, lovely and forlorn, 

Like a sweet creeper by the roots uptorn, 

Of a frad nymph of Heaven, or Goddess, hurled 
Brom glonous Swarga' to th^ nether world 

As bends an elephant to heal the smart 
Of his mate wounded hy a venomed dart. 

Soothes her with tender touch, and tries in vain 
To check the flowing blood and stay her pain ; 


’ Indra’s paradise, 
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So the sad husband ined each kind caress 
To still the fury of the Queen s distress 
I know not darling thus he spake %vith sighs 
To the fair lady of the lotus eyes 
The sudden cause of all this wrath and woe 
^Vhy thou art angry why thine eyes o erfiow 
Who has offended thee or dared to slight 
My love my lady and my sole delight? 

Tell me my dearest, art thou faint or ill ? 

I have physicians of unrivalled skill 
One for ea^h \ aned malady and pam 
Come speak Eaikeyi and be well again 
Wouldst thou for foe or fnend have dole or raced? 
The guiltless punisbt or the guilty freed ? 

The low exalted or the proud disgraced ? 

The poor made wealth} or the nch abased ? 

Tell but thy secret ^visb dear love I pray 
My lords and I thy slightest word obe} 

By all the merit that my life has won 

I swear my darling , speak and it is done 

The whole broad earth whereon the sunbeams slimc 

«II - _ 4 - 
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"With longing c^'os the Monarch looked around, 
But no Kaikeyi in her holier ho found , 

Yet ’twas the tune at which the royal darae 

Was ever there to greet bun as he came 

Then, moved by love and vcxt with anxious thought, 

t 

News of his darling from her maids he sought 
‘ My lord,’ a trembling damsel thus rephed, 

‘ The Queen in anger to the cell has hied ’ 

Then sick at heart, his senses all astray. 

The Monarch hastened where the lady lay 
Upon the cold bare ground, m mean attire, 

While gnef consumed her as a burning fire 
Prostrate and speechless, lovely and forlorn. 

Like a sweet creeper by the roots uptorn. 

Or a frail nymph of Heaven, or Goddess, hurled 
Prom glonous Swarga‘ to this nether world. 

As bends an elephant to heal the smart 
Of his mate wounded by a venomed dart. 

Soothes her with tender touch, and tries in vain 
To check the flowing blood and stay hei pain , 


* India’s Paradise, 
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So the sad husband tned each kind caress 
To still the fury of the Queen s distress 
I know not darling thus he spake wth sighs 
To the fair lady of the lotus e>cs 
The sudden cause of all this wrath ana woe 
Why thou art angry why thine ejes oerflow 
Who has offended thee or dared to slight 
Jly love my lady and my sole delight ? 

Tell me my dearest art thou faint or lU ? 

I have physicians of unrivalled skill, 

One for ea^h vaned malady and pam 
Come speak Kaikcyi and bo well again 
Wouldst thou for foe or fnend have dole or meed ? 
The guiltless punisht or the guilty freed ? 

The low exalted or the proud disgraced t 
The poor made wealthy or the nch abased ? 

Tell but thy secret ivish dear love I pray 

My lords and I thy slightest word obej 

By all the ment that my life has won 

I swear my darling speak and it is done 

The whole broad earth whereon tho sunbeams bhmc 

And all her flocks and com ind gold arc mine 
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Choose what thou wilt no bounds shall bar thy choi 
But let me hear again thmc ow'n dear \ oicc, 

And all thy gnef and pam shall pass aw ay 
Like hoar frost shrinking from the God of Lay ’ 


The Queen replied ‘No insult has di«,lr(">t, 
No fault of others has enraged my breast 
Come, with a mighty oath thine honour bind 
To grant the boon for which my soul has pined ’ 
She ceased The King, by his great love betrayed, 
Leapt, like a roedeer, to the snare she laid 
With a fond smile beneath his darling’s head 
He placed his hand, and raised her up, and said - 
‘ Hast thou not learnt, my foohsh love, till now', 
That on this eaith there is none dear as thou 
To me, save only Rama’ By his life 
I sweai to grant thee what thou wilt, dear wife . 

I bwear by him most worthy long to live. 

Blest with all blessings that the Gods can give. 

My peerless boy, pride of mine aged eye. 

Whom but one hour to see not, is to die.’ 
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Isow hear she cried yc thirty Gods and three 
Witness the oath that he has sworn to me • 

Hear it ye Sun and Moon , thou Ether hear 
0 Night and Day 0 World and Space give car ’ 

Listen thou Heaven above attend 0 Earth 
With visitants of more than mortal birth • 

Angel and demon and night wandenng shade 
And Household Deities our present aid 
Each Power and high Intelligence with all 
That think and know to hear his oath I call 
And now I pray thee 0 my lord and lung 
A time long past to tby remembrance bnng 
^Vhen Gods and demons met in furious fray 
And I preserved thee on that awful day 
Call to tby mind the guerdon promised then 
And grant my double prayer O King of men 
If thou refuse to do as thou hast sworn 
Despised by thee I wUl not live till mom 
This solemn pomp in Rama s name b'^gun— 

Grace Bharat with it consecrate my son 
And forth to Dandak s distant forest dnvo 
Thy Rama, banisht for mne years and five 
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There let him lead a hermit’s life, and wear 
The deerskin mantle and the matted hair ’ 


Like a poor doe who sees the tigress near, 
Lost and amazed and stupified with fear. 

He spoke no word, but sinking on the ground 
Sighed hke a serpent by the charmer bound 
At length, when slowly voice and sense returned. 
He bent upon the Queen fierce eyes that burned 
With flashes of intolerable ire, 

Eager to scorch her with their furious fire : 

‘ What wrong,’ he cried, ‘ have I or Kama done. 
Scourge of my house, thou fell and wicked one ? 
Hast thou the heart to rum my sweet boy. 

And him who loves thee as a son, destroy^ 

Ah ' woe IS me that e’er I made thee mme. 

And brought thee home, the mm of my Ime, 

In name the daughter of a king, in truth 
A deadly serpent wah a venomed tooth. 

Tell me, what fault can I pretend to find 
In virtuous Kama, praised by all mankind ? 
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Ho\s can 1 then inj darhag son fomhe ? 

1^0 tale my life my royal honours take 
Be cither queen from ray embraces tom 
But not my Rama, not mine eldest bom 
Gazing on him mine aged eyes are glad 
And ahen I sec him not my soul is sad 
The Tporld may li\c without the sun the gram 
Spring from the earth without the genial ram 
But I without my son should be no more 
Take Rama from mo and raj life is o cr 
Bauisb tbc thought I thine impious plan forego 
How couldat thou scheme a plot so full of wool 
Caust thou no mercy find no sorrow feci t 
See with thy feet upon my head I kneel 
Thou dost not mean it tis a cruel jest 
To try the love that warms a fathers breast 
Hast thou not ofl when in thy lap lio smiled 
Sworn he was dear to thco as thino own child ? 
Has he not since to youth and manhood grown 
Host sjnlikc love and sweet obcdicnai shown t 
Never from man or woman bp\o I hcam 
Against my Rama one accusing word 
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His gentle manners, ever soft and kind. 

All hearts to him in firm affection bind 

Truthful and just, that noble prince of men 

Is loved and honoured by each citizen 

A docile pupil, prompt to succour woe, 

Feared by the foeman for his matchless bow 

Faithful and pious, reveient, sincere. 

Holy and Avise, to all most justly dear 

Canst thou for him thy wicked plot devise, 

Good as the Gods and as the sages wise ? 

No angry word, no harsh reproof e’er shps 

From the fair portal of his gentle lips 

And at thy bidding how can I consent 

To curse him with the doom of banishment ? 

C wife, have mercy > hear my bitter cry, 

A poor old weeping man whose death is nigh 

This sea-girt land has treasures rich and rare * 

Take all, Kaikeyi, but my Rama spare 

Once more, 0 Queen, my suppliant hands entreat 

Once more my lips are on thy lovely feet 

O save my Rama, save my dearest child, 

Nor let me die a -syretch dishonoured and defiled,^ 

1 



UASilRATHAb OATH 
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Iso thnll of pity through her bosom ran 
As thus ^ain the cruel Queen began 
If thou hast promised and art now forsworn 
How wilt thou keep thine anaent name from scorn ? 

When gathered kings thy truth and honour praise 
How Tsult thou bear thine abject eyes to raise 
And answer thus Ah » Kings yo httle know 
My queen to whose fond care my life I owe 
Saved by whose sweet love I am living now — 

To her I promised and I broke my vow 
Ihen will they scorn the king once counted just 
And tread his vaunted honour m the duSu 
His flesh and blood the truthful Saivya‘ gave 
And fed the hawk a suppliant dove to save 
True to his word Alarka gave his eyes 
And gained rich guerdon m the blissful skieb 
The funous sea himself his promise keeps 
And ne er beyond his stated limit sweeps 

j A ja t «Dd t J iiny wi be g uuvnliiog to depnre a. fcawfc ol 
hia p y r to b tray tb do to which be bad promis d protection ga b 
own flesh to the hawk who wo Id ccept noth ng else n tead. The story 
u told in the MaJiabhara a m differ nt w ys of more t^an one king 
* Whst mo changeful than the Seat 
But OTer hia great tides 
Fidelity presides — WOBWWORIH 
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JUSAKAl HAS OATir 


Remember all I did foi thy dear sake, 

And tremble now thy promised \Yord to break 
Thou hopest Rama to the throne to raise, 

And with Kausalya live voluptuous days 
But be it truth or falsehood, nght or wrong, 

I claim thy promise unredeemed so long 
Make Rama Regent, and before thine e}es 
This day Kaikeyi drinks the bowl, and dies 
Far better die, than live one daj, to see 
Obsequious subjects, with no glance on me, 
Before my rival Rama’s mother stand, 

And hail her Lady witli the suppliant liand 
Now by my son and by myself J swear, 

No tears shall soften me, no gift or praj er . 
This, only this shall now my soul content 
I claim thine oath and Rama’s banishment ’ 



10 


THE STEPMOTHER 


Th« ugtt ieog «ad dreary as a hondred years which the unhappy 
King has spent in lamentatioa and entreaties to the inexorable Eaih yi ta 
pasty and the morn n<* appointed (or the consecration o( Itama is come. Kama 
hsTiog been somoioaed enters the chamber where the King and Kaileyi are 


Weighed down by woe with wild despairing mien 
There sate the Monarch with the cruel Queen 
Then Rama bowed hia royal sire to greet 
And did obeisance at Kaikeyi s feet 
The King with downcast eyes still bnmming o er 
Just murmured Rama * and could say no more 
Then sudden fear made even Rama shake 
As though his heedless foot had toucht a snake 
How could he look upon that awful change 
And bear, unmoved i sight so sad and strange ' 

_ D, 
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lilE STEP-MOTHER. 


A mighty monarch but an hour ago, 

Now a pool mourner, weak and wan with woe • 
Weeping and groaning, mad with wildenng thought. 
Like the deep wave-ciowned sea to fienzy wiought :• 
Like the bright Sun-God labouring in eclipse. 

Or like a holy sage whose heedless lips 
Have spoken falsely Rama's tender breast 
Knew for awhile the moon-diawn sea’s unrest , 

And pierced with sorrow for his father’s sake. 

To Queen Kaikevi, reverent, he spake 


‘ Tell me my fault, or plead for me and win 
His pardon, angered by my careless sin 
Why IS my father, whom I ever find 
Most full of love, so silent and unkind ? 

To what sharp anguish or what care a prey 
Weeps he and sighs and turns his face away ? 
Say, has some grievous woe, some deadly ill 
Stricken his sons, or consoits dearer still 
Better to die than grieve a loving sire 
Death has no terror like a father’s ire 



TIU ST^PJ10TllM 


Surely the source to ^Yhlch he oivcs his birth 
Must to a son be os a God on earth 
Tlicn spcab 0 KJi speak that I maj knou 
What stuldcn gnef has changed nu father o 


Urns Ibaina questioned and the greed} dame 
Gave her l>old answer lost to ruth and shame 
No fault o{ thine ilij fithcr's soul oftends 
No dcadU stroke ufKui lus house descends 
One svidi lu, f jsters to his heart most dear 
And lie would tel) thee but ho shrinks m fear 
Thou art so fondly loved no voice has he 
lo utter au„ht but pleasant words to thee 
Ihen hear his wish and as a duteous sun 
Look that thy father s will bo quickly done 
He though a king with mo t unkingly mm I 
Like a mean caitiff of the lowest kind 
Would >11101 the honour and tht boon Icny 
He sware to grant me m the davs goou by 
Faith hoi} faith wlicnw. all our duties *'prmg 
Should neer be lighted h} oiu lord the Kin^ 



THE bTLP'MOTHIR. 


Not e’en in anger, not for tliy dear sake, 

May he his oath and plighted promise break- 
He "Will not say what promised boon I seek , 

Before thy face ho will not, dare not, speak 
Do thon but swear his promise shall not fall 
Lost to the ground, and I will tell thee all ’ 

She cf'ascd Then Rama, with .1 troubled bicast, 
These woids in answci to the Queen addrest • 

' Thou nccdst not utter words like these to me • 

To do his will my highest joy must be 
To feed the flames my body I will throw' ; 

Drink deadly poison, if his will be so ; 

Plunge m the tide if he would have it done. 

My sire, my master, and my king in one 
Then speak, 0 lady , with no doubting heai t 
The secret longing of my sire impart. 

I sw'ear obedience let my word suffice, 
to) tis not Kama’s w'oiit to promise twice ' 


riicn bpokc Kaikcyi to the noble \outh, 
TJnrlaunted champion of the lights of truth . 



THL STEP MOTHLn 


When the God aided by ihy fathers might 
^^agcd \Yith the fiends of yore their funous fight 
^^oundcd bj manj a dart the Monarch ft.ll 
And I prescr\cd the life 1 lo\c(l so ^^elL 
Restored by me to health and strength ho swaro 
i o grant two boons the guerdon of m) care 
And these at length 1 cra\o this day may bo 
Iht throne for Bliarat and the woods for thco 
htow if his honour in thine ejea be dear 
Keep lu3 fair fame from stam of falsehood cleai 
Go to the distant wilderness and wear 
The hermit 6 mantle and the matted Iian 
Nine years and file in the wild fin cat stay 
That Bharat may bo lord ordained to day 
And then this hnd ncli lu each precious thing 
Steed car and elephant sliall bail him King 
Moved with great pity for thy moumful case 
1 hy father cannot look upon thy face 
Come noble Prince ins darling honour sai c 
And film in faith obscrie the oath he gave 


Ihe hcio answcicd ti iiiqiul and sed ilo 
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'iirr sti:p-mothi n 


That ciuel speech, fell as fhe doom of F.itp 
‘Fear not, 0 lady, but tin ^\lsll obtain 
My father’s faith shall nc’ci be pledged in \ iin 
With heimit’s mantle and %\itb matted haii 
Forth to the ^^oods, an c\ilo, ^m 11 J taie 
One thing alone, 0 Queen, 1 f.un woiilij leain 
Why IS my lord the King to-da) so ‘-Kmii ^ 

AVhy IS he now so silent and so cold, 

Without one smile to gicet me as of old ? 

My gieatest joy is o^el to fulfil 

My king, my inastoi, and my iathei’s will , 

One only caie toimcnts my anxious breast, 

AVhj Im own lips have not his wiH expiest 
AVhy could he not himself lo me make known 
His choice of Bharat foi the io\al tin one 
To Bhaiat’b hand I gladly would lesign 
My biide, m} life, my gold, and all thats mine 
TJnaskt, most fieely would I give him all 
How much moie gladly at my fathei’s call' 
How much moie gladly when the gift may tiee 
His fame from blemish and give joy to thee ' 
Let swiftest hcialds ouleiod hy the King, 



iiin ST^P1I0T^^! 


Home fiom tli) biothcrs home thy Bliant bung 
judge my f-itljers word« I nilj not sti\ 

But seek the forest ere the close of 

There h\c a banisht nnn fiur^cars iml ten 

Keeping tlie promt oi the King of men 


liswell she answeroil Ixst the hcnld ‘•petti 
Ctmed by coursers, of the fleetest biccd 
And bring my Bharat home Methinks tliat thou 
Wilt brook no tarrying nor linger now 
And if the King ocru helmed with sliamc could find 
Ko tongue to tell tliee bear not this m mind 
But best of >outiis until ^on hence art fled 
Thy sire will neither batlie nor call for bread 


Woe'woe' the Monarch murmured with a gioau 
Deep neath the waves of wrhelraing anguish thrown 
Then m excteding grief he swooned aw ay 
And on the gold wiought couch all senseless lay 
Then Rama raised him while Kaikeyi s tongue 
Still urged him like a hor^e ba lashes stung 



5G the step-mother 

Unmoved he answeied ‘ Queen, I strive to do 
My duty only, like the sages true , 

Nor would I, with a soul athirst for gain. 

False to my promise, m the world lemain 
All I can do to please my father, think 
Already done - from death I would not shrink ’ 
One duty, paramount of duties still, 

Is that a son should do his father’s will 
By him unbidden, if the word thou give, 

WiU I an exile in the foiest live 
Couldst thou no virtue m my nature see 
That thou must crave of him, not ask of me ? 
This day I go in Dandak’s wilds to dwell : 
First to my mother I must bid farewell, 

And comfort Sita Thine the charge must rest 
That Bharat listen to his sue’s behest. 

And keep the kingdom happy and secuie . 

This IS the law that evei shall euduie’ 


In speechless i\oe the h.iplc'.s fathei lieaid, 
And uept mth bittei uv but spoke no uoid 



THE STEP MOT UEH 


Xbcn bowing at the senseless Monarch s feet 
And stem Kaikeyi s for such love unmeet 
Once round the pair bis circling steps he bent 
Then from the bower the glonous exile went 
Him followed Lakshman sncctSumitras child 
With angry weeping eyes so sad and wild 
And Hama saw nor turned his eyes away 
The sacred vessels ranged for that great da} 

And golden chalices whose waters shed 
0 er hi3 young brows had sanctiBcd hi head 
He saw and round them m duo honour paced 
His eye no anguish showed his foot no haste 
Still on his brow with lofty hope o erthrown 
Shone the great glory which was all his own 
So will the moon through the world s love retain 
Delicious splendour in the daj $ of w auc 



i\10THEli AXl) SOK. 


cr* 

Rama gor*! fuun tlio prcsscnce of Ins aniiclPil fiUiLraiitl c\uUn)g slop 
mother to pay i fa^e\^(ll visit to Katisnlja, who is full of jojful 'luticipitiousj 
on her son’s account 


On to Ins mothei’s splendid boweijie wont, 

And found the Queen on holy iites intent 
Theie oil, and iice, and bumming vases stood, 

With nieaths of flowcit,’, and cuids, and cates, and wood. 
She avitli liei tlnu cheek pale with many a tast, 

And man}’ a night in painful vigil pa?,t. 

In linen robes of purest white ai rayed. 

To Lakshrai Queen of Heaven liei offenngs made 
Soon as she saw the darling of her soul. 

As a fond maie w'ho spiings to meet hei fo.d 



MftTMFR AND «;0\ 


Xo greet her ‘;on unseen so long slit flew 
And round lus neck her tender arms she tlucu 
May all the glones of thj royal line 
She cried with kisses on his bro^ lie thino 
Be wise and mighty like thy sires of old 
Be good and nohle piou loft^ soiiled 
1 his da) th) fithcr s faithful love !■> shown 
This dav he sets theo on his ancient throne 

Tlien answered Rama Dearest ladi know 
That danger threatens fraught with mighty woe 
My father 8 choice this day makes Bharat heir 
And I must hence to Daudaks wood and thcic 
Living on fruit and honey hermits food 
Pass tiYioe se\en dreary acars m Bolitudc 

Swift as a Sal branch by the woodman lopt 
In some primeval grove tlie lady dropt 
And lay upon the ground So falls a mare 
Beneath the load she stnvcs in vam to bear 
And Rama raised her up and brusht away 
The dust that on her arm and shoulder lay 
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MOTHER AND SON 


‘A giief more soie,’ she cried, ‘1 nc*ci could mourn 
If tliou liadst never, 0 my son, been boin , 

Yet, well I know, their childless fate, to those 
Who pine for offspring, is the crown of woes 
I, eldest queen, to those I scorn, must bend, 

And let my iival’s taunt my bosom rend 
What woman's lot can be so hard as mine. 

In endless woe and mouniing doomed to pine ? 
Have they not scoined me when my son was near? 
And death will follow when thou art not lieic 
'Twas ne’er my lot my husband’s love to gain. 

And now I’m mockt by proud Kaikcyi’s train , 

And those who served me once, a’faithless band. 
Now far aloof m gloomy silence stand 
How shall I brook hei scolding tongue to hear. 
And, better far than she, her anger fear ? 

Since thou wast born (’tis seventeen yeais ago) 

I still have lookt to thee to end my woe 
Now what remains but shame and grief, a shaie 
Of trouble heavier than my soul can bear i 
How will my gloomy days go darkly by 
Without thy moon-bnght face to cheei mine eye ^ 



MOTIim AND SON 


Cl 


Alas mj cares th} tender years to tram 
And all roy \otts and fasts and prayers were \ \in 
Hard IS my heart, or surely it had burst 
When the wild rush of sorrow rcacht it first 
As in the Rams no riN cr bank can hold 
The headlong torrent from the mountains rolled 
Ah no ’ my death is not allowed by Fate 
Nor opes for me the Gloomy King his gate 
He will not take me to his home awaj 
A hon pitying his weeping prey 
Death will not listen to a wretch s cry 
Kor take his soul ere fate would have him die 
Or 1 bereaved of my son bad fled 
To Yama s’ home and been among the dead 
Why should I live without thee ? I will go 
After thee Rama, though my stej^ be slow 
As a poor cow in her great love will nin 
Watching the wandenngs of her little one 

While sad Kausalya wept and groaned and sighed 
Thus moved with righteous anger Lakshman cned 


' The Indian Pluto 
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MOrilLIl AM) SO.N 


‘ 0 vcueuxble Queen, I like it not 
That Rama, victim of a woman’s plot, 

Should fly an exile to the woods, and leave 
The land to languish and his fi lends to giicvc 
The King, Iumuious, doting, old, and weak, 

Will hear hei voice and, as she orders, speak 
But why should Rama, puie of sin and stain, 
Flee from his kingdom to a life of pam ^ 

What man could ever, deaf to duty’s call. 
Forsake his godlike son beloved oi all 
What son that fathei’s senseless will obey, 

In second childhood ’neath a woman’s sway ^ 
Come, Rama, come, and eic this plot he known 
Accept my succour and secure the throne 
Before thy face ivhat foe will daie to stand 
When thou art guarded by my good right hand 
Nay, like the grisly Monarch of the Dead, 
Thine eye alone will strike the bold with dread. 
Or, if thou wilt, mine arrows and my how 
Shall lay all dwellers in Ayodhya low 
So shall the foemen find mine arm is strong , 
The patient ever are the prey of wrong. 



MOTHEU A^D -iON b 

Nay were it not that Queen Kaikeyis art 
Has swayed our father and destroyed his heart 
My voice should now his ruthless hate arrai"n 
And cry The Monarch shall be slam be slain 
Queen by this bow and by my faith I swear 
lo thy dear Rama such the love I bear 
Come life come death our path shall bo the simc 
To the wild forest or the deadly flume 
Come try my love and lot me prove my might 
Before thy prcsenco and m Ram \ s sight 
Before my power thy woe shall flee aw 
As the night flees before the morning i 


0 Kama hear him thus with streiming ejes 
Cned sad Kausalja for bis words arc wise 
Wilt thou obedient to my naals will 
Please her who hates thee and thy mother kill? 

If love and honour to thy sire be due 
Hast thou no honour for Ihj mother too ’ 

My life were woe without thee but how sweet 
"With thcc dear sod though grass ttcic \U my me it ’ 
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voniLii ANn soK. 


But if no piavci^' tli}' fiim icsohc can bcivi, 
T fly to dccith hopolo-js uoc to end , 

And thou thy mothci s nundcici, \m1i hcai 
The punishment of Hell and toimcnt theie' 


' Forgne me, mother,’ thus the hero spake, 
'I have no power my sire’s command to bieak 
See, at thine honoured feet I bend me low . 

Once more forgive me, for I needs must go. 

Not I the first this path of duty tread . 

Of yore ’twas trodden by the mighty dead 
Now let me hear, dear Queen, thy kind fareuell ; 
But if I go in distant wilds to dwell, 

’Tis not for ever, mother, that I leave 
My home and thee Again thou shalt receive 
Thy son with rapture, all his exile o’er , 

Then be thou comforted and grieve no more ’ 

‘ If thou wilt listen to no prayers of mine. 

Go forth,’ she cried, ‘ thou best of Raghu’s line > 
Go forth, ray darling, and return with speed. 
And tiead the path whcic noble spirits lead 



MOTIIFR AND SON 


May Virtue ever on thy steps attend 
And thee her lover from all woo defend 
May all the Gods to whom thy vows are paid 
And all the mighty saints afford their aid 
The heavenly arms that Viswamitra’ gave 
Thy precious life m hours of danger save ’ 

Thy filial love and meek, obedience arm 
Thy soul my Rama like a mystic charm ’ 

May every shnne where sacred grass is spread 
And every altar where the flame is led 
Lake and wild mountain bush and towenng tree 
Give ready succour 0 my son to thee 
May Vishnu Brahma andthe Sun befnend 
And all the Powers their high protection lend 
The years the seasons months and nights and day 
And hours watch over thee in all thv ways ’ 
Eternal Scripture and the Jjaw revealed 
To ancient sages be thy trusty shield * 

The War God aid thee and the Moon on high 
And wise Bnhaspati he ever mgh 


‘ A uist the friend and peceptor of Rasa 
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MOTHER AND SON 


Thj help be Narad ‘ and the sainted Seven, 

Atid the great hmitary Lords of Heaven ' * 

Yea, these shall guard thee, when their praise I sing, 
The hills, the waters, and the waters’ King 
The sky and ether, earth and wandering air, 

Protect thee ever with their fostering car<^ > 

Each lunar mansion be for thee bemgn 
With happier hght for thee the planets shine ' 

Thou shalt not fear, by guardian angels screened, 
The savage giant or night-rovmg fiend. 

Before thy steps let cruel tigers flee. 

Let bears and lions never injure thee. 

And nughty elephants that wander wild 
Forbear to touch thy life, my noble child. 

May all thy ways be happy ' may success 
With golden fruit thy hope and labour bless ! 

Loved by all Gods around, above, below. 

Go forth, my son, my pnde and glory, go 


’ A son of Brahma 

* Eight Qods, Regents of the four q^uarters and uteri&edi&te points 
the compass. 


MOTHER AVJy SOK 


Then on his knees before her Rama fell 
Prest her dear feet and said his last farewell 
And radiant with the light her blessings lent 
To Sita s home his anxious steps he bent 
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•mu TRIUMPH OF LOVR. 


R\tt 11 . 110.1 Inrdtit trial jet remains, the jivrtiiig fiom Siui his IomIj" 
Tnd hi'lovetl v.Ue He briefly tells her of his altered lot, and bids her in hi' 
ibseiice carefully discliaigc her duties to the Gods, his father, the three queens, 
the ntw lung Bharat and his brothers She tells him that man and a\ifcar< 
n )l thus to be parted, and declares that•wh^thcr^oc\c^ he goes she v,ill go also 
111 vam he bets before her the dangers and miseries that mit on binishinent 
Truth smiles at h ar , and Love sees ft Para(li''c in the wild with him Kami 
yields to the pasbionato prayers of bis devoted wife and nlloTf' her to aeeoir 
pany him to the forest * 


Aij tliiouglv his feUtely halls thcheio pasl, 

His eye was drooping and hib biow o’ercasi 
And Sita losc and trembled, quick to trace 
The thought and sorrow on his darkened face , 

• A version of part ot this scene, from Gorresios edition ot the Bengal 
rceension of the Ramayana, has appeared, under the title of ‘ Siba," in Idylls 
from the Sanskrit The mam featurei, are the satae in both, but the detaiU 
slightly differ 



THE TRUWlPn OF lOVV 


>or his strong bosom could no longer bear 
Ihe load of anguish that was heaw there 
Soon as she inarkt tho clammy drops that hung 
On Ins pale check she cned witli faltering tongue 
What ad" thee 0 mj lord 1 This happy dav 
Should see thee jo> fid all but thou are ga\ 

Wh} does no rojal canop} like foam 
lor its white bcaut\ shad thee to thy hotiie ^ 
Where arc the tunolul hard thy ilceds to sing » 
here \ro tiie fan that wve before the King ? 
Whv dotli the citv send o > im rr\ tliroug 
To bring thee liome with melody and song t 
\\ liy doth no gilded tar thy triumph lead 
With four brave liorscs of tbe <;wiffcst breed ^ 

No f'i%oured elephant precede the crowd 
Like a black mountain ora thunder cloud? 

No herald march in front of thee to hold 
Ihe precious burthen of tbv throne of gold ? 
IfthoubeKing ordamed tlua dav then whv 
This Rorrv plight pale cheek and ^Inomt f \ p t 


Uui Sia i^ucRtionedm b rwiW u ppu e 
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THE TRIUMPH OF LOVF 


And Rama said * ‘ My father sends me hence 
An exile to the forest hear me tell 
The story, Sita, as it all befell 
Of old, to Queen Kaikey', hound by oath, 

Two boons he granted now she claims them both 
All was prepared for me my father now 
Is forced by Duty’s mightier law to bow , 

So Bharat sits upon the throne, and I 
For twice seven years to distant forests fly 
Only to see thee ere we part, I came 
And now, dear Sita, never praise my name 
In Bharat’s presence others’ praise to hear 
Is nfever welcome to a monarch’s ear. 

To him my father gives divided sway 
Do thou with willing love his rule obey 
With tender care the King’s desire prevent , 

Be ever gentle, humble, and content. 

I go be film and strong, my noble spouse, 

Keep well thy fasts and guard thy holy vows 
Rise from thy bed when day begins to break, 

And to the Gods thy constant offerings make 
Then let the King thy duteous thoughts engage. 



THE TRIOTtPH OF LOVE 


And cheer Kausalya worn with woo and age 
Then to the consort-queens thy lovo be shown 
They arc my mothers even as mine own 
And 0 forget not Eftmn s brothers claim 
Ix>7ed like hia life the love of Rama s dame 
And never \ ex King Bharat a soul for he 
Is lord of all the land our house and thee 
Then here obedient to his will remain 
Honour thy King and all thy \ows mamtam 

Beseems she ened this speech thy royal race, 
To tbco a blot to me a foul disgrace ? 

Master of weapons lord of deadly jlnfe 
Hear thou the duty of n warriors wife 
Know that the father mother brother son 
Obtam the lot theu former deeds have tv on 
The wife alone her husband s fate must share 
And in thy trouble I my part will bear 
Foe not on father mother son or fnuid 
But on her husband must the wife depend 
And if thou seek tho wood thy wife has sworn 
To smooth thv path nor let thy feet be tom 
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]S!o giuli' is in nir from tin Itosoin thiow 
The dresrs ol doubt, .uid triv* uu IfMte to "o 
I spurn the tenacc and tlie ]»lmsant sent 
Mine be tlie )oy to guard tin chensht feet 
Obedient e\ei to my parents' sway, 

I will not hearken if they bid me sta> 

I will go forth, tlie lonely wood to roam 
The lion’s dwelling and the tigei’s liome 
Happy and heedless, Irom all terroi Ircf 
Caieless ol empire caung but lor thee 
With thee, delighted, will I wander where 
Blooms diopping honej, '^cent the woodland a,r 
Obejing thee and keepinjx still niy*iow 
I Will not tremble by th\ side, for tbon 
Wouldst keep i strangei safe, '’ud, sure, thine arm 
Will guaid tht Sill lioin all feai ol haini 
1 will not be a f'harge to thee sweet fruits 
The trees will }ield me, and the eirth hei roots 
1 will go first and, treading down the gras=:, 

Make the wav pleasant for mv lo\e to pasa 
On the soft turf disi lose my gathered <^torc 
And sit and banquet w hen tin meal is u’ei 


/ 



TUF TRU MPII or I 0\ f 


0 liow 1 long dear lord to gart m\ hll 
Guarded by thee on lake and uood and inll 
See the red lilies m iheir native spnngs 
And gay flamingoes with their rosv wings 
And ocr m\ limbs those pleasant waltrs poiiretl 
Shall banisli languor O m\ lifg.c-cvtd loni 
A thousand jears would wem a junglt (la\ 

If spent with thee but were mj love away 
Heaven would not charm me O be sure of thi 
A\ ilhout m\ love till re I iiolleavoi no bli-v 


1/^st in deep thought iwlulc tlu litro M od 
And feared u> lead her Co the lonel> word 
"With soothing words he strove her tcaiH to drv 
And gcntl} answered with i moistcneil eve 
0 virtuous daughter of a noble hue 
lo hear mj words thy tender heart incline 
Hero duteous ever still m peace n mam 
Life m the ivwods is naught hcit gnef arir/ pain 
There roars the lion m his rocky cave 
Loud as the torrents down the hill that rave 
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There savage beasts in liornd ambush he 
And rend the heedless wretch who passes by. 
Floods where the crocodile delights to play, 

And furious elephants the e} c dismay. 

Then on the gale the wolfs long howl is bonie 
Through a wide wilderness of sand and thorn 
On the cold ground or on a scanty heap 
Of gathered leaves the homeless wretch must sleep, 
And stay his hunger with what fruit the blast 
Hurls from the branches for his sad repast. 

A coat of bark or skin his only wear. 

Rough and untnmmed must be his matted hair 
Now on a snake the heedless foot -will fall, 

Now in thy path a deadly scorpion crawl. 

And slimy reptiles creeping from the lake, 

And clouds of gnats, thy troubled slumber break. 
Enough, dear love , the wood is full of fear 
Remain, my Sita, and be happy here.’ 


Then Sita spoke once more with weeping eyes. 
Her voice half mastered by her sobs and sighs . 



THE TRIUMPH OF lOVF 


75 


* Tho TTOC the terror all the toil and pain 
Joined with tby love to Jnc arc joy and gam 
Lion and tiger elephant and boar 
And all tbe momters thou hast counted o er 
Soon as my Rama s glonous form they see 
In trembling fear will turn away and flee. 

Not Indra s self the mler of the sky 
Would dare to harm me when my lord is nigh 
Long years ago I heard a sage foretell 
That in the woods should be my fate to dwell 
The time is come now make that promise true 
And when thou goest take tby Sita too 
0 let me go whate er I may endure 
Following thee will make my soul more pure 
So joy shall crown mo in the after life 
For thou art God unto thy loving wife. 

Hear the high truth which saintly pnests declare 
The after life rejoms the wedded pair 
But if thou wilt to no entreaties bend 
Poison or flood oi flame my life shall end 
Fear not for me when by Ijiy side I go 
My happy feet will never weary grow 
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Though Wild and rough the thorny ways T tread. 
They shall feel softer than a silken bed 
When the wild wind with dust my raiment dims, 
I’ll call it perfume to refresh my limbs 
And when with thee in grassy glades I lie, 
Watching the landscape with delighted eye 
Till, bv thy side, I gently sink to rest 
What thing on earth shall be so richlv blest ? 

The fruit thy dear hand gives me there to eat. 
Little or much, shall be like amrit sweet 
Ne’er will I muimui at my lot, or grieve 
For mother, father, oi the home I leave 
My food shall be wild fruit, the flower, the weed 
I will not vex thee by a word or deed 
With thee is Heaven, where’er thou ait not. Hell 
O, lead me hence that I in heaven may dwell ’ 
Then -with a bitter ciy her arms she flung 
Round Rama’s neck, and there in anguish clung 
While from her eyes pure floods,, as from a pair 
Of lotuses, poured down at every prayer 


He gently held her laised her drooping head. 
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Ajifl M uU ill*' s\s < 5 so«l Ui it lia<l \i«!Inigit flt,d 
Not He am -iln!) bni»c tnc from iia «jfc to p.irt 
1 ki»ev\ not low. tilt strtn^ili o! lla load ln,art 
\nd Iicuit Ml liiubt tia |ui}t-r I first tlcmctl 
Tlioiigh iiaugltt c.in lumi tint !•} tli} Ramah side 
\ea, thou naat foriuwl bi Ht atii to sliarc iny fit'’ 
io soothe »nj lorrosvK ami ilaitlc tlmr 'veighl 
As powerless I to ic vve m) luic bcinml 
As a. high saint las pity for tnankimi 
And now my duty Icida me far ana% 

Hy sire commands it and I must obev 
Whatecr the order that my parents gac 
I jicid obedience or must ccisc to live 
No Sita not the sacnficial blaze 
True heart or liberal hand or lip of praise 
Will with such lasting joy the spint fill 
As glad obedience to a father s will 
Come to tlio wodd and aid my duties there 
But first at Iiome thy helping band prenare 
Arise dear wife nor let thy steps be slow 
Scatter our treasures quickly ere we go 
Bring forth thy com and oil the poor to feast 
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Give gold and jewels to each white-rohed pnest, 
Gems and nch raiment, all thou hast beside, 
Among thy maidens and the men divide ’ 


Then Lakshman s eyes ^vlth generous tears oerflo>Yed, 
As his breast laboured with its grievous load 
He mth fond touch his brother’s feet carest, 

And thus the heio and his wile addrest 
‘ Is such the purpose of thy changeless mind ? 

I with my trusty bow will walk behind 
Thy distant way through forest >vilds will lead, 

Where many a bird and gallant stag may bleed 
I would not leave thee to anse a God, 

Though heaven and earth and hell obeyed my nod ' 


‘ Dear as my hie, my good and faithful friend. 
Mine own dear brother,’ Rama cned, ‘ attend 
Then were Sumitra of her hope bereft. 

And sad Kausalya with no guardian left 
He who rains gifts, as Indra rams above, 

Lies a poor captive in the snares of love , 
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And slie proud captor no*' ft queen mdeed 
■\\ jU reek but httlc of her n\ als need. 

Itiinc be tlic Bacro'i <I«tv to protect 

Our honourexj mothers from t!»c Queen h neglect 


0 lUma, fear not Lalw hman ihu repljwl 
In Bbant s love and Bbant 6 care confjd< 

If through bis crime the kingdom sufler ill 
ily vengeful baoJ the tratlors lloal eball spiJI 
Tiea though auxihar norlds vvtri, nnged m aid 
They fihould not sate Inm U. not thou afrinl 
\nd Queen Kausalja, from her ample store 
Can raise a host hkomo to guard her doors 
Iter thousand Lanilet'? neb uith golden gram 
Will keep her nobl} and a regal tram 
Turn me cot back allo’v the earnest chim 
Which all mU oy^n and Iianil> thou canst blami’ 
I shall rejoice and thou wit fain confer. 

Thy brothers presence makes thj labour Ics 
For m my hand I b bear raj shafts and bow 
A spade and basket ocr my shoulder throw 
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I'll go before thee, and 'with 'watchful care 
The •way for Sita and for tbee prepare 
I’ll fetcli thee roots and bemes, npe and sweet. 
And the best fruits that gentle hermits eat 
Thou shalt with Sita on the slopes recline, 

And all the labour shall be only mine ’ 


And Rama answered, joying at his speech 
' Then seek thy fiiends and bid farewell to each , 

And those two bows of heavenly fabnc bring 
Which Ocean’s Lord erst gave Videha’s King , ‘ 

Those death'fraught quivers, coats of steel-proof mail. 
And swords whose flashes make the sunbeams pale ’ 


‘ Janaka, falker of Sita. 



FAlinWELL' 


TUmi ]|L( wi/ anJ br liter walk tbrooeb tbe atreeU erovdej vitli 
nourotsg citucna to Ibe palace of Danntlix Tbey bid tbs King fareircU 
aod tbeo tears ttfodbfa amid tbs (ean and horoUUoni of tbs people. 


Their golJ and gcm‘t amoog the Bmhmans shared 
The bon-s tvoro brought, the stvords and mad prepared 
On which fair Sita with her fntilUess hand 
Set here a flower there tied a sdken band 
Then to the palace walked the royal threo 
For the last time the aged King to see 
Through crowds tliat filled os for a festive show, 
Street balcony, and roof and portico 

Ah ! look our hero ever wont to ride 
Leading an arm) in d^ jiomp and puih — 
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Now only Lakshman, faithful to the endj 

And his true wife, his weary steps attend 

Though his bright soul has known the sweets of power 

Though his fiee hand poured gifts iii endless shower. 

Yet firm in duty, resolute and brave, 

He keeps the piotnise that his father gave 
And she, whose sweet face, delicately fair. 

Not e’en the wandering spirits of the air 
Might look upon, unveiling to xhe day 
Walks, seen of all, along the open way 
Alas, her beauty ' Ah, that tender form ' 

How will it change beneath the sun and storm I 
How will the piercing cold, the rain, the heat. 

Pale her deai lips and stain her perfect feet ' 

Come, all ye mourneis, shaie his weal and woe, 

And follow Rama wheresoe’er he go 
Lot us arise, our wives and children call, 

And leave our fields and gardens, homes and all 
Our houses, empty of their stoie of gram. 

With grass-grown courtyard and deserted lane 
Our mined chambers, wheie the voice is still 
Of women singing as they turn the mill . 
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Gropes ^^l^erc no hiMreu sporl m s glee 

Ivor elder* sjt bcncatli the mango tree 
Ihe falling shop uith nonet hoy or til 
Xlte pond cliohcd np utlh weeds the broken well 
iScglcctod temple* whence the Gods have lied 
Oernm witli rats with dost ind ihrt o ersprt 1 1 
"W here floats no mceiiso on the < »cnmg ur 
Xo hum of worship uud no Brdimans pra^ci 
AVhero broken \cs els stn w tin. uiiswcpt llojr 
And the chain rusts u|)on the inouldtnn^ dooi — 
Thfe let the greedy Queen Kaike^i j, nu 
And triumph in her mehneholy rttgn 
Our towm shall bo a vnldcrncss where lu 
Ou -ina lives the wood our town shall i> 

The snake shall Icav'c his hole the bt ir hiv di n 
And settle m the emptj homes of men 
Such were the words of sorrow that the throng 
Spoke loudly out as Rama post along 
And bis bard fate m faithful love bewailed 
Yet not for this bis lofty spmf failed 


On to the pahxcc of ibt KiOg, he pre I 



And tbub Sumantr.i al the gate addrc^l 
‘ t piay thee, haste and let my fathei know 
That Rama cra\cs a hlc'^sing ere he go' 

He lingered not, but hastened ^^hGr( the King 
bold oi the woild, lay sadly ‘^orr^>^Mng , 

(jlianged like tlie sun behind a inistj cloud , 

Like the quoncht tlamc which du^t and ashos shioud , 
Like a broad lake with its sweet watcis diicd 
With a slow talteiing ^Olcc Suinantia ciicd 
‘Long be thy da^s 0 Ring' Th^ Rama waits. 

Thy hon-lord of men, bofoie the gate? 

His w'eeping fiiends his last farewell have licaul, 

Giaced with a precious gift and pleasant woid 
And DOW' he longs his father’s face to sec, 

And take a blessing, cie he go, of thee ’ 

‘ Haste,’ cried the King, ‘ my queens and ladies calh 
And bid my servants tluong into the hall ’ 

Quick at the Monarch’s woid ho called each dame, 

And half ‘seven htmdied at the summons came. 

When all were picscnt al the King’s behest, 

Rama and Laksbman iii then aimoiu drcsl. 
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Came tomnl the Inll uitli anxious ladiM lined 
And j^cntle Sjta mccUy came behind 
But the old King ere Rama yet tvas nigh 
Sprang from his throne and with a bitter cr\ 
Kan forth to meet him but his limbs ga\c na\ 
And falling prostrate on the ground he la} 

And Rama threw him b} hw tithcrs sidt 
And gently called him but no loicc replied 
riiea with a might} wad the hall wv» rent 
A thousand women m one wild lament 
Cned Rama Rafna mid the aiUcrsoiind 
Of tinkhag oroaments their wrists that honinl 
Iho King uneoDscious «n a couch was hid 
And weeping Sita lent her tender aid 
And with her healing care restored him then 
Jiuna spoke reverent to the King of vnon 


0 fathei thou both sire and sovereign art 
Bless me I pray thee for to^fa} wo part 
Laksbman and Sila will not hero remain 
Counsel IS useless and entreaty vain 
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Refuse tliem not, but yiant iliy kmcl consent 
That they may follow as then heait is bent 
And now as kings dismiss their people, so 
Giieie not, 0 lord, but bless and let us go ’ 

He stood expecting when the King should speak 
Who answered . 'Rama, I am old and i\edk. 

By Queen Kaike\i’'=: cruel guile misled 
Rule thou Ayodhya in thy lather’s stead ' 

A.nd Rama cried ‘A thousand yeais retain 
Thv sceptic, King I have no wish to icign 
T in the wild my destined 3’’ears uill spend, 

And clasp thy feet lotuining i\hen the} end 
'I’liis populous land, which I thi" day lesign, 

Lit Bhaiat lule, with all its coin and kiuc 
And fiom Kaikeyi do not thou withhold 
Aught thy tongue piomised in the days of olt] 

By thy good deeds and b}' tin tiiith I sweai 
J Clave not Heaven oi all the gloiies theie 
Wealth, lordship, life aie woithless m mine e}os 
One thing alone abn^e the lest I pii70. 

That thou, my King and sire, shouldst still lomaui 
llntoiicht in honoiu Avithont spot or stain 
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Weep uot for mo thy tioubied bosom still 
Nor hope with tears to change mj changLlcss will 
word IS pledged as well as thine for know 
Ivaikevi prajod me and I swarc to go 
Grieve not the forest will have clninis for me 
"W here sweet birds sing and wihl d^cr wander free 
Swift will the jears of easy cmIc run 
And thou once more hall sec lestorcd thy son 


JlakeicuK « iitd llie Ivui,, a mi^hlv foice 
"With cais an*l eiepJiauts an 1 foot and horse 
Lqtiip them nobl} wuh the utmost caie 
Sliver uid pold 111 I puceic ^^cins prepare 
J et vanou tiadcis with the wealth thej soil 
( ome trom the cifv and the concourse swell 
And ‘‘inging women fm of ffim and face 
1 lie rov vl prngi c sv of Prince Rama grace 
Let even noble whom he counts his friend 
hnneht with pieciou'* gifts Ins lord attend 
Lot the be t arm5 m manv a ponderous warn 
\iiil skilful huntsmen follow m his tram 
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It may be that the banisht Pnnce may blunt 
Each sting of memory m the eager hunt 
And, as he sucks the ^\lld-bec's balmy spoil, 
Forget his kingdom and cn]oy the toil 
Let all my gold, and boundless ivcalth of coin. 

To the wild forest, where he goes, be borne 
For it will sweeten the poor cvile’s lot 
To sacnfice m every holy spot 
To give rich offenngs as he roams, and meet 
Each saintly hermit in his lone retreat ’ 

And Kama answered ‘ Useless, Sire, to me 
The host, the riches, and the pomp would be 
For I, the woild and all its lusts resigned, 

Have left its piide and joys and cares behind 
My home is now the wilderness, and there 
The hermit’s life awaits, the hermit’s fare 
Give me no banners o’er my head to float, 

All I now covet is the hermit’s coat.’ 

And Queen Kaikeyi, with unblushing biois, 
Cried, ‘ See, ’tis ready take and w'ear it now ’ 
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Ulic ]icro took it from hei hand and ttncu 
His own fine rob« upon the ground and diew 
The lough bark mantle on So LaksJiman braced 
His dross removed the bark around his waist 
But modest Sita m her silks arrvyed 
Eyed the strange mantle trembling and afnid 
As from Kaike3is hand the coat slic took 
She viewed it u itli a startled wondering- lool 
As ID the brake licsidc the stream a deer 
Looks at tliQ liunttrs snare with doubt and fcai 
^Vllh weeping 030s like a poor bleatin^^ hinb 
iiiat iun& With trcmblin^ feet to find its dim 
She nestled closely Vo (icr Rama s side 
And m her soft low faltering accents cried 
Tell me how hermits dwelling in the wood 
Tie their bark mantles on Perplext she stood 
ShnnkiDg in modest dread wmle one sm ill hand 
Strove at the neck to jom the rugged b uid 


Then quickly hastening Rama first and best 
Virtues children ocr her silken \cst 
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Fastened the coat of baik Then lose a ci\ 
From all the women, and each tender eje 
Diopt water ‘Eama, leave us Sita , she 
Shares not the cruel doom that falls on thee 
Hear us, ne pray thee , let thy Sita stay 
To bless our sight while thou art far away ’ 


Then spoke the Sovereign’s veneiable guide, 
Sainted Yasishtha, as be deeply sighed 
Looking on Sita in her coat of bark 
‘ O cruel Queen Kaikeyi, fell and dark 
In purpose, evil-hearted , thou disgrace 
To thy great father and thy royal race 
Deceiver of thy lord, thy plots are vain , 

For still will Sita in her home remain. 

And sit as iightful ruler on the throne 
Prepared for Rama, till he claim his own 
The pan who live in wedlock’s sweet control 
Form but one heait and mind and self and soul 
She, Rama’s self, shall Rama’s kingdom sway,. 
And we with loy hei gentle uilo obey 
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If lie rc'iol^r to •-Inrc l»t*r tiiisbnnii woe 
^^c 'll! will follow wlicrc our 1 uh 
Ourwnc and children onr joung men ind m luls 
Will roam with Rnmi through the for*, t '»dcs 
^ya^ tin »!on Bhint and Sitnighna (on 
il! to A\o<lln a hid a long a<ln ii 
Arniiiid their limbs tlie hermit girl to f Id 
And *.cno llioir elder brother as of ol I 
Bo thou nj iicing in the in'oplt « bane 
Fnjn\ mid emptj homes tin lonclj rei^n 
For ti» no kingdom when our King n not 
lie make an empire m (be wilde t spot 

Siimantra bowing with bis rever nt head 
Upraised Ins suppliant bands to Kama aid 
ilj read) car O rojnl I riticc n cend 
And where thou will rapid course I bend 
"ftith cheerful heart her toilet task complete 
The Rose of women rose and look her scat 
And Rama next and Lakshtnan true and bold 
Sprang on the sun bnght clianot deekt with gold 

* Arv o^a rar roAa 



02 


rAHKWELL ' 


Siunantia, mounted, urged each ANolling steed 
Of noble lineage, like the wind for speed 

Then rose to heaVen one universal shiiek , 

And the whole city, old, young, strong, and weak 

* » 

Rusht toward the cai, as, from the scoicliing sun, 

The panting herds to shaded watei run 

Before the chariot and behind they hung, 

And cned with weeping eyes, as theio they chtng 

‘0 check thy steeds , drive slowei, we imploie, 

And let us see om Rama’s face once moio, 

Hts mother’s heart is sorely barred with steel, 

Oi it had broken'with the pangs Ave feel 

Sita, Avell done * Videha’s flower and pride, 

Still, like his shadoAv, by thy husband’s side, 

Oheermg his path Avith thy loved presence still. 

As the sun never sets on Meru’s hill ‘ 

And thou, O Lakshman, shalt have honoiii too. 

Serving thy bi other AVith a love so true 

Yea, noblest honour for thy noble deeds, 

’ A sacred mountain placed by the Hindus in the centre of the se 
continents of which the earth is made up It is said to be 84,000 yoja 
high (o yojana is rectoned a aiionsly at four and nme miles) Its summit 
I residence of the God Brahma 
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Foi the pifii to heaven and bliss that leads 

Thus in their hoirow cned the weeping throng 
'Drnc on ‘i'lid Kama we dela^ too long 
From the men 5> eyes the tears in torrents flowed 
And laid the dust upon the royal road 
"While m the woe that rent their bosoms all 
The women rained their tears like drops that fall 
Prom the droncht lotus lca\cs upon the lake 
"Which darting fish glittering under shake. 

The King os Rama from bis sight was borne 
Fell like a Sal tree by the roots uptom 
And the loud wailing cry that rent the skies 
hfadc Rama for a moment tarn his eyes 
Where his sad mother and her tram stood round 
His hapless father fainting on the ground 
Then as a young thing m the meshes caught 
l/ooks to its mother ^vith a quick glance fraught 
With utter anguish bound by duty s chain 
Gazing ID most intolerable pain 
One long last look of love and gnef he cast 
lit* Then urged the tccds till out cl ighf lie pa t 
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Tlicii Queen Kausal},i to licr luislund spike* 
With tears and sighs though liei heart Mould hicak 
‘0 thouMhoso giones tluough the wide Morlds iCvach, 
Gentle, compassionate, and kind of speech, 

Tlimk, how ivdl Sita mused with tendei eaie, 

And thy two sons, then giieious hardsliips bcai ’ 
llow will oui darling, fiained of finest mould. 

Endure the ram and w lud, the heat .and cold ’ 

How in the woods hei tender life sustain. 

With no sweet viands, only fruit and grain ' 

How hear the ravemng lion’s voice of fear. 

She, to whom music and the song were dear > 

Where sleeps my Eama now^ Ah ' cold his bed, 

His aim the pillow of the Piincc’s head 
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When 5hall I him njlh bis g^lonous hair 
Eyed like (he lotus like the lotus fair? 

Full well I know when years are past and lie 
Heturns from exile to his home and me 
His brothers leavings he will scorn nor deign. 
The rightful King m Bharat s ^tead to reign 
The tasted morsel he will cast away 
The tiger feeds not on another s prey 
First on her lord 0 King the wife depends 
Hezt on her son and then on km and fnends 
Thy love mv lord twas never mine to win 
hi} son is banisht, far my kith and km 
T bad hut these and thou bast left toe none 
Bereaved forlorn despised and all undone ’ 


THE UERmm 


*' Bui tbc were no '■ooncr gone Unn the inoinrtli Proofed m 
odncvs "Six d-\j8 be «it wd niournfd, mil pined for Bmn all tbxl v rxry 
tune’’ In the middle of tbefciicnlh night a crime, inad\ertcntlj commit 
led in Ins joiitb, rose up in Ins mind he sought !jini>alhy from Kaii^alix 
bis firsltxvife, the mother of the banished Kama, .and aaUed her to listen to 
Ins t lie, for to this ho attributed Ins present aflliclion " Mns Sri lU 


Jleavy was Ins soul within him, still m Dasaiatha’s breast 
Memoiy of woe kept brooding and forbade the King to rest 
Deep despair upon his spiiit, mourning for Ins Rama, lay, 

As when clouds ha\e veiled the gloiy of the parting Lord of 
Day 

As he thought with bitiei antfuish of the deed Ins band had 

o Q 

done, 

Spake he .soiiowing to Kau‘-alya sighing weeping foi her son 
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Art thou wakiflg moumfu! lady? Give roe all tby listen 


jDg ear , 

Hearken to a tale of sorrow to an ancient deed of fear 

Surely each shall reap the honest of his actions hero below 

Bighteous deed shall bear a blessing sm shall ever bring 
forth woe 

Tts a deed of youthful folly bnngs on me this evil day 

As a young child tasting poison cats his death m heedless 
play 

Twas a day of early ram time, filling ray young soul with 
love 

When the sun had dned the eorih-dews willi his hot beams 
from above 

And m highest heaven returning journeyed on his southnard 
road 

Speeding to the gloomy region the Departed s sad abode 

Balmy cool the air was breathing welcome clouds were float 
ing by 

Humming bees with joyful music swePed the glad wild pea 
cock 8 cry 

Their wing feathers wet with bathing, birds slow flying to 
the trees 

G 
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Rested in the topmo^.t brandies waving to the western brceye 
Lihe the Ocean man -twinkling, gold-shot with gay peacocks’ 
dieon, 

Gleaming with the fallen rain-diops, sea-bright all the hills 
weio seen ; 

While like serpeutb, winding swiftly, torrents from the moun- 
tain’s side 

Hissed along, some brightly flashing, turbid some and ochre- 
dyed 

With my bow in that glad season to fair Sarju’s stream I drove, 
Bent to tr}" my ardier prowess in a dark and stately grove 
There I lay in ambush hidden by the liver’s reedy side, 
Where the beasts that roam the foiest sought at eve the cool- 
mg tide 

Hark ' a sound of troubled water from the neighbounng 
stream 1 heard . 

All was dark and still around me, not a breath the branches 
stirr’ed 

Eager to lay low the monster forth a glittering shaft I drew , 
Poisonous ds serpent’s venom from my stnng the ariow flew 

f 

Then I heard a bitter wailing and a voice of direst pain 
Calling out ‘ Ah me, unhappy ! Dcaicst fathei, I am slam ’’ 
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AVnthiag on the bank m anguish sobbingly one cncd Ah me I 

^\herefore has this arrow smitten a poor harmless devotee? 

Here at e%e to fill my pitcher to tliu lonely stream 1 came 

Tell me whom I have otTended^ who my hannless act can 
blame 

Wlto could have the heart to kill me me the guiltless her 
imt s child 

Dnnktug from the stream and eating fnut and herbs he ga 
thtrs wild ? 

Would the slayer strip my body? Ho will find but scanty 
spoil 

Co It of bark and deerskin mantle hatdly will repay his toil 

Tis not for myself I sorrow from mine aged parents lorn 

Long their sUy and only hucconr ti for their sad fate I 
mourn 

Who will feed them when ipensh? Wretched man whoeer 
thou art 

Thou hast murdered father molhci oifapring all with one 
fell dart 

Horror seized my soul within me aid my mind had well 
mgh fled 

In the stUIy calm of eienmg as I hcaid the word he aid 
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E-u&liing fonvard through the hushes ou the nver-bank I spied 
Lying low a young ascetic with my shaft deep in his side 
With his matted hair dishevelled, and his pitcher cast away, 
Fiom his side the life blood ebbing, smeared with dust and 
gore he lay 

Then he fixt his eyes upon me scaicely could my spint 
brook, 

As these bitter words he uttered, that long last departing look 
‘ Only to fetch water came I . tell me, whciefoie do 1 bleed ? 
Have I sinned against thee. Monarch? Done thee wiong m 
word 01 deed ? 

Ah I I’m not thine only victim cruel King, tliy heedless dart 
Pierces too a father’s bosom and an aged mothei’s heait 
They, mj^ parents, blind and feeble, from this hand alone can 
drink 

When I come not, thirsting, hoping, sadly down in death they 
’ll sink 

Naught from lore of studied Scriptuie, naught from penance 
do I gain, 

For my hapless father ki ows not his deal son is lying slam 
Ah ' and if he knew me dying powerless to save were he, 

As a tree can nevci rescue from the axe a fated tiec 
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IKHcn tolnm ‘^nofUagliH l<ll w} fithernfmj f»lt* 

Lest Ins wnth like flrv crtn'^nni^* tlioj' IK icn cro i) !«> too 
iMo 

lliercvrilhin the al>sil\ forest is iiu fslhcrs licrmitng^e 

Go entreat him snnoflloghti hsihecnrep thee m Ins ngc 

Tims he spake nml I <httn kneehti" <11^^ the nrrou from 
Ins snJc 

Tlicn the liGrrmt rich in penance fist In e\es on me ami 

Motionless I sloo*! iti sorrow pontlenrijy m anxious thouglit 

Hoi\ to mmietcr most ktndl} to the noc mj hand Inti 
w rought 

From tin. stream I fillc'] the pilclicr and fist speeding 
through the woo<l 

Ilcaclied the middle of the forest where the lonl} collide 
stood 

Talking of their son s long ohsence a poor aged sightless pair 

Like two birds with dipt wings helpless nnno to guide them 
sat they there 

Sadi) slowL I approached Hicm liy m) rash deed left 
forlorn ‘ [tom 

Cnislit with teior was my spirit in I my heul with nigiiish 
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At the sound of coming footsteps thus I Imord tlie old mnn 
say 

'Deal son, bring the i\ ater quickly thou hast been loo long 
aiiaj 

Bathing in the stieam oi playing heedless hn^\ the minutes 
past 

Come, thy mother longeth tor thee Come, .and cheer her heart 
at last 

Be not angr)^ mine own darling Thou hast no\er \e'<t us yet, 

And if I have spoken harshly do forgive me and forget 

Thou ait thy poor parents’ succour, eyes art thou unto the 
blind 

Speak, on thee our lives are resting Why so silent and un- 
kind V 

Thus I heard, yet deeper grieving, and in fresh .augmented 
woe 

Spake to the beieaved father with words faltering and slow 

‘ I am not thy son, 0 lieinnt, but the ruler of the land. 

Blunged with thee in woe and mourning by my own accursea 
hand 

There on Sar]u’s bank I wandered with iny ariows and my 
bow. 
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Bont to hy some prowling lion or a llnratj tiger low 
Tlicn I heard n sound of drinking nil tlic place around was 
dark 

But I scot tlic deadly arrow Ah ’ too trtil> to the mark 
Bounding swiftl} from mj ambush to t!ie nicrs Lank I hied 
Where a hermits son la) d)ing with m) arroiv in hi« side 
Forth I drew the dcailly weaiion Then his last lament was 
given 

To his aged helpless parent* and Ins spirit went to heaven 
Thus thy son 0 saintl) hermit through my lixste and folly 
felt 

Let deep sorrow wiii tli) panloii for tlio dec<l I scarce can 
tell 

As he heard m) mournful stoQ pouring «Io\vn his aged chock 
Came the torrent of In* sorrow and Ins voice was low and 
weak 

King hadst thou conccaloil this horror this blood slicdding 
led untold 

On (hy heail the sm had th/fen with its fniif ten thousand 
fold 

Fora Wamor stajned with murder Ufa hermit ahoy call [fall 
hrom his high estate blood gmity weie lie Indra s self must 



10 - 1 . 


Tin IIIRMITS SOK 


Lead us, King, liy tlicc boioa\cd, lead us to the fatal place. 

Let us fold our d.u ling’s body in a last and long embrace ' 

By the hand I leil the mourners to the river whore he lay 

Fondly claspt the sightlc'^s parents in their arms the death* 
cold claj 

Bowed dow n b} their load of sorrow sank the} b} the dead 
boy’s side, 

And the sogo in lamentation lifted up his voice and cried 

‘ Hast f bon not a greeting for me ? Am not I th} father, deal 

Answei but one woul, m3' darling Wherefore art thou lying 
heie ? 

Alt thou angi3 with (I13 f.itlici ? Speak to me, beloved one ^ 

Suiel} thou wastevci duteous, look then on 1113 mother, son 
Come dear child, embi ire thv f.ithci, put th3 little baud in 

inine 

Let mo heal thee iwcetl3 pi attic some fond ph3ful word of 
thme 

Who will lead me now' the Sciipturc, filling m3 old lieait 
with joy ^ 

Who, when evening iites aie ended cheei me mourning foi 
my boy ? [spring ? 

Who wdl tend the l^elplc^s p,iients. fetch u*, watci fiora the 
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V\ !jo vnl! gxiulc our feeble foet^tep^? Wbo will fnuU nul 
bemes bring 7 

Can I fce<I tiunc ag#Nl mother till her lift i< oor? 

Can I <ootlio licr c\ cr longing for (lie son « fio comes no more 7 

Stay dear clnld nor fly so quickly to grim \nma s darh abode 

Stay thy fithcr and thy mother mil mth thee on the 
road 

In the mid uood all deserted none ( oi I ns m our nee I 

<2inek/v Hi/J thme ngo<l parents tit?a I the path foralldecrc«?d 

Guilllc'.s l>ov by smner nninlercl j)in thine ovwi iininnrtnl 
band 

In tlio licaien of slaughtercil hcrocH ^lml on earth by othci 
)iin I 

Hasten to till blissful mansion uelomo sliait thou )k> to 
those 

Wlm fell nobly here m I attic mth their Ih,!! front to then 
foes 

J hen the fiinenl rites were finisht ly the parents louiig 
care 

And again tlic sago ndilrcst mo as I hlao*I i suppliant there 
riion li ist si nil ml ucll helmed 1 llfwl mine only rhdd 0 
Kin^ 
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Kill me loo, tlio clnlcllc'is father death no longer ha'; a ‘;ting. 
But thou shall not go unpunisht Wretched jouth, thj 
hrenst sh ill know 

So;nouhator the pangs I sutlei. a heicucd father’s uoe 
Thus I lay ni\ curse upon I lire lor this slaughter done 
to-da) 

Thou for a deal son ^lialt sorrow, and thy life the debt shall 
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THE TRIAL OP TRUTH 


Aft«r Diuuralh n death Bbinta refiuied to accept the uuignu of mjaUj' 
«hieh iboeoriiog to Hindu Uw wm the henb^ of hie elder brother W 
not told how bu mother bebared vbeo ho thu* refused to wd her wiekeil 
aehereea for hie adraoeeaeot but tb CooncH rteolred that U h wot Id not 
be King h maelf be moat go fo punuit of Rama, and penoade turn to ret ra 
and amme tb aorere got^ The meetiog between th brother* abowa U • 
utmoet delieacT and generoaitx of feeling Rbarata lamenting hu mother’a ill 
conduct, and entreaUng Rama to return Rama decUoiog becauaeunlea b 
keeps bu father ■ row be eanoot lecore bla father a bappinm in be ren h 
therefore adjura hia brother to return to Ajodhja and conaole th people 
and the twice*bam. I with 8 ta and Lakabman will enter tb forest of 
Dandaka. Be thou the King of men I will be aorere gn of wild bearta. Let 
th umbrella abide thj heail I will take refug in It e ahade of th wood 
IfRS Sreni £/t/e tn Aneunt 7 dta 


Urge mo do more tli} words are fair 
Blit virtues garb they falsely wear 
AVith pleasing art thy tongue misleads 
And lures me to ignoble deeds 
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THE TRIAL OF TRUTH 


Foi A\liat IS might oi ancient race, 

The pomp of wealth, the pride of place? 
’Tis virtue marks the line between 
The great and good, the low and mean 
And he from virtue’s path ivho strays 
To wander in forbidden ways, 

Whate’er his biith, must hope in vain 
The piaises of the good to gam 
Shall I the righteous path forsake, 

The laws of duty foully break ? 

Be scorned by all the good and just. 

And lay mine honour m the dust ? 

Shall Rama stain his soul with sin, 

And lose the heaven he lives to win ? 

Nor would the crime with Rama end 
For countless lives on him depend 
The people in their Prince behold 
Their best example, guide, and mould, 
And, by his vice or virtue led, 

The path he walks they strive to tread 
That truth and meicy still must be 
Beloved of kings, is Heaven’s decree 



Till TJ HI or TrtT» 


Lpljt!! I ^ initJi ll r im ualvh lu^r * 
Sav ihc ttrv «ojiJ 

TrulJi cnnnofc hi* l*r*^ the lo\i 
Of Uilaw uni G<w*« al»^rc 

AD<i cnd!ln.<i UiAt ( ^ trvtii i« wc'i 
In llrahtniA world If^ojonJ U *uri 
For liolj (mih i» !»»• I arxl »]<nn^ 

Of nftu<*Afj*l licli JmrJr 
A miglih l>on! •of'rrii^nncarJJi 
ftcrftA! for UiUtT 
A crown cf plory *tjU inoii fur 
TJian is.cnfi'x and and prajfr 
‘•Inll 1 ll*u |j \icfil} nil'MjjK' 
AUncteJ bj an cvibh jm c ? 

*>JiaU J miil< I Iii»i <f »»a» 
il) falljcr $ onlcr djii>lK*\ T 
And f 11) a nr (la uin a hv 
lurcc luni (o hnal. Uicmtii be ^ iw ? 
Sliall I t i j,am my ro) a! ri^bl, 

7?/e clear command of dutv ali^bt T 
WiOi J)3«o Ijp'* *n> bloO 
And \i\ cl) em for paUrv gain ? 
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THE TRIAL OF TRUTH 


For not alone by hand and thought 
The soul of man with cnme is fraught 
Sin’s meanest tool I count the third, 
The tongue that speaks the lying ivordv 
No, brother , urge this plea no more, 

I still will keep the oath I swore . 
Within the forest calmly dwell. 
Contented with my hermit’s cell. 

Nor fail to give the Gods a shaie 
Of offerings from my humble fare ’ 



CHITRAKUTA 


Rama with S U and LakahtoAti has crossed th Gange and th Jumna 
and re ched th distant f rest m \hch b ts to li\e Be pomts out to 
Sits acme of the beauties of tt aurrouDdin^ ccnery especuUy th mountaiu 
Chitrakuta and th nv r ilandakini. 


Though reft of power and kingly sway 
Tliough fnends and home are far away 
I cannot mourn my altered lot 
Enraptured with this lovely spot 
Look darling on this noblo hill 
Which sweet birds with their music fill 
Tinged with a thousand metal dyes 
His lofty summits kiss the skies 
Here gleams a line of silvciy sheen 
There a broad streik of emerald green. 
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CHITRAKUTA 


And next a belt of gold is spiead, 

Made gloiious by a fiinge of red , 

While, liighei as the peaks ascend, 
Sunlight and floiseis and crystal blend 
See, dear, the tiees that clothe his side. 
All lovely in their summer piide, 

In nchest wealth of leaves arrayed, 

With flower and fruit and light and shade 
Look where the young Rose-apple glows , 
What loaded boughs the Mango shows ' 
See, waving in the western wind, 

The light leaves of the Tamannd , 

And mark that giant Peepul through 
Those feathery clumps of tall Bamboo 
T'hat depth of shade, that open lawn. 
Allure the wood-nymph and the faun , 
And, wheie those grassy glades extend. 
The spirits of the air descend 
To while the summer night away 
With dalliance and mirth and play 
Look, from the mountain’s woody head 
Hangs many a stieam like silvei thiead, 



CniTRAKOTA 


Till galhenng strength each rapid nil 
Leaps lightly laughing do)^ n the hill 
Then hounding o er the rocky wall 
Flashes the foamy waterfall, 

0 lives there one too cold to feel 
Dehcious languor oerhim steal 
As the young znoming breeze that spnng 
From the cool cave on balmy wings 
Breathes round him loaded with the scent 
Of bud and blossom dew besprent I 
See round the hill at random thrown 
Those ma<i^es of pnmeval stone 
Of eveiy shape and many a hue 
Yellow and black and red and blue 
But all is fairer stdl by night 
Each rock reflects a softer light 
'When the whole mount from foot to crest 
In robes of lambent flame is drest 
When from a million herbs a blaze 
Of their own luminous glory plays 
And clothed m firt each deep ravine 
Each pinnacle and crag is seen 



114 


CHITRAKUTA. 


Dear Sita, Chitrakuta’s height 
Transports me with such pure delight, 
With thee and Lakehman here to dwell 
For many a year would please me well ’ 
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MANDAKINI 

Home of the heroa and the swan 
See the fair nver glides 
With verdant isles to gem her breast 
And flowers to deck her sides 
>Yith every tree of srpeetesst/ruit 
And fairest bloom that spnogs 
And glorious as the lucid stream 

Where bathes the King of Kings ‘ 

How lovely are those shelving banks 
Now dotted o er with deer 
That sully as they quench their thirst 
The waves that nere so clear 

‘ A bU of Kurers tUe Ood of Wultb TL l>eaut; of iu< pleuur 
grouDdi » proTcrbud 


I 
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Look, darling, to that point below, 
Those holy hermits mark 
I know’ them by their matted hair 
And by their coats of bark 
See, on the n\ er bank they stand, 
Their early bathing done , 

Lifting their aged hands in prayer 
They icvcrcnce the sun 
0 look ' the merry wind is up 
And scatters leaves around 
The very mountain seems to dance 
With bending forests crow'ued 
Behold the wavelets white -with foam 
As round the isles they whirl , 
Here troubled by the bathing saints. 
And there like onent peail 
Look, scattered by the morning breeze 
What beds of blossoms he. 

And chaplets, cast upon the wave, 

Are dancing swuftly by 
Hark to the wild-duck’s merry call 
Amid the reeds at play : 
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Hark to the joyous mallard s note 
Responsive far away 
My life m fair Ayodhya s town 
Was not so sweet to me 
As gazing on this lovely flood 
That glorious hill and thee 
Bathe in the gentle stream to her 
With fnendly love repair 
And pluck her lilies m thy play 
And twine them m thy hair 
This mount with all its savage life 
Ayodhya s citj deem 
And on this beauteous river look 
As our own Sarjus stream 
O Sita I am wild with joy 
So rare a lot is mine 
Cheered by a duteous brother 0 care 
And loved with love like thine 
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THE RAPE OF STTA. 


" Ravana, finding it in vain to hope to succeed without the aid of strata 
gem, took with him nn assistant sorcerer, disguised as a deer , and as Rama 
took groat pleasure in the chase, it was not difficult for the deer to lure him 
from his cottage in pursuit He did not leave his beloved Sita without 
charging Lakshman, his brother, to remain in charge , but the wily deer 
knew how to defeat his precaution, and when transfixed by Rama's arrov 
he cned out in the \oice of Rama, " Oh, Lakshman, save me'” Sita heard 
the cry, and entreated Lakshman to fly to bis brother’s rescue. He was un- 
willing to go, but yielded to her earnestness and she was left alone " Mrs, 
S'PEiR, Life in Ancient India 


As, when the sun and moon their empiie leave. 
Black night descends upon the widowed eve , 

So E-avan, watching for the lovely prize 

His form concealed m roaming Brahman’s guise — 

Bre wnear to Sita, in the cottage left. 

Far from her guardians, of all aid bereft 


THE lUPE or SITA. 
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AU life traj builit, an3 at ihe fiend came near 

No leaflet (htrcd tho trtnd was still through fear 

And hu red cjc held powerless to flee 

Tlie Ircmhling waters of Godaren 

Unholj guest m holr guise he came 

Close to the tide of Ramis moumiog dime 

liVe A dirk well with treaeherout weedi oeij^rown 

Like Situm when his baleful are thrown 

TJpoo the fairest ftar of all the sky 

Thui the night-rorer willi bu ctil eye 

Looked on (he lonely lady os the wept 

Vi ithiQ her leaf) home. Awhile he kepi 

His gore upon her beautr for it fed 

Upon the tpicndour of white teeth the red 

Of luscjoos lip^ (he light of eyes (hat through 

Their long soft lashes moistened with the dew 

Of weeping glonficd a face fair browed 

Pure as the moon shining without a cloud 


Then Ravan cried pierced b) l^irct fiery dart 
Speak marrellous beauty tell me who thou art 



120 


THE RAPE or SITA 


All lonely here, m silken robes arrayed, 

Wearing a lotus wreath thy brous to shade 
What heavenly being do mine eyes behold, 

Fairer and brighter than the finest gold ? 

Fame? Beauty? Modesty? No less I ween. 

Or sweet Desire, young Love’s voluptuous queen ? 
Bed are thy lips, thy teeth are small and ^^hlte, 

Thy tender eyes are large and soft and bright 
No child of earth could wear a smile so sweet, 

And 0, the wonder of thy perfect feet * 

Bobes cannot hide the glones of thy breast, 

And fancy faintly pictures all the rest 
Sweet Queen, these eyes have never eeen till now' 
Sylph, nymph, or Goddess half so fair as thou 
This savage wood befits thee, lady, ill. 

Where wild fiends roam, changing their form at will 
On some smooth terrace should thy couch be spread. 
In gaidens sweet with blooms thy feet should tread 
A royal robe thy peerless form should deck. 

And priceless gems spaikle upon thy neck 
The choicest wieath should bind thy glorious hair, 

A matchless lord thy bed of love should share 
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A\ ho art thou Goddess 1 but no heavenly mud 
IjOvos this vnld wood beneath this gloomy shade 
No nymph or gentle spirit socks to roam 
This IS the giant s haunt tho lion s home 
Dost thou not dread so delicate and fair 
The tiger near thee and the wolf and bear! 

Whoso and who art thout Tell me, whence and why 
Thou comest hither with no guardian nigh 


He ceased The lady b\ his garb bcguihd 
With fearless innocence looked up and smilciL 
She bade the seeming Brahman to a seat 
And gave him water for his weary feet 
And stiU intent on hospitable care 
Btougbl fortb ibe cboicesV of her woodland fare 
She hy the cottage-door expecting stood 
To see her lord returning through Iho wood 
But naught sa\e boundless trees her gazes met 
Hama and Laksl raau lingering cimonotycU 
And then she told him what ho sought to know 
Her name her Uncage all her weal and woo 
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THE RAPE OF SITA 


The Monarch’s promise, and Kaikeyi’s hate. 

The fatal oath, and gnef that came too late. 

‘ And now,’ she said, ‘ declare thy name and race, 
‘ And why thou roamest to this lonely place ’ 


She spoke The stranger thundered m reply • 
‘ Terror of men and Gods and worlds am I, 

E-avan, whose will the gaint hosts obey 
Smce I have seen thee, lovely one, to-day. 

Clad in silk raiment, bright as polisht gold, 

My love for all my wives is dead and cold 
Though countless dames of perfect beauty, torn 
From many a pillaged realm, my home adorn, 
Come, fairest, come, my queen and darling be 
Among a thousand I will love but thee 
My city Lanka like a glittering crown 
Looks from the high brow of a mountain down 
On restless Ocean, who with flash and foam 
Beats in wild rage against mine island-home 
There pleasant gardens, shall thy steps invite 
With me to wander when the moon is bnght , 
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There m new joys thy breast shall ne er retain 
One faint remembrance of this place of pam 


Ihen from her breast the noble fur> broke 
With flashing eye and quivering lip she spoke « 

* Ale me the faithful wife of Rama him 
Before whose glory Indra s fame is dim 
Hama, who quails not in the battle shock 
Fierce as the Ocean, stedfast as the rock 
Rama, the lord of each auspicious sign 
Rama, the glory of his princely line 
Ale Rama s wife the dear fond wife of him 
Him of the eagle eye the lordly Iiml>>~ 

Me dost thou dare with words of love to press 
A jackal suing to a lioness 1 
As far above thine impious reach am I 
As yonder sun that blazes in the sky 
Ha thou bast seen those air-drawn trees of gold 
That sign of doom which dying eyes behold 
If thou bast ventured weary of thy life 
To look with eyes of love on Rama s wife 
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Fool ’ thou hadst hotter stnve to rend away 
The serpent’s venotned fang, the lion’s prey ; 

To steal the Blessed Tree that blooms on high, 
To dnnk fell poison and not fear to die 
Fool ' with a needle’s point thine eye to pnck ; 
Fool • with thy tongue a razor’s edge to lick 
Thou, tempt the wife of Rama < Better leap, 

A millstone round thy neck, from Lanka’s steep 
Into the raging sea and stnve to swim 
From shore to shore than tempt the wife of him 
Thou, win his wife ' With lighter labour try 
To pluck the sun and moon from yonder sky , 
Safer to wrap within thy robe the flame 
Than woo to folly Rama’s faithful dame 
As the vast ocean to a trickling nil. 

As Hem’s mountain to the meanest lull , 

The Feathered Monarch to the skulking bat, 
The lordly lion to the crawlmg cat 
As sandal perfume to the common mire , 

As gold found perfect by the testing fire 

To homely iron and dub lumps of lead 

As the gay peacock, with his plumes outspread. 
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To the shy mopitg solitary owl 
As the proud swan is to the meanest fo^\l 
That dips hi3 wings unnoticed m the sc — 
So is my Bama to a thing liLe thee 


Out hurt the gnnt, with a fiinous frown 
Hast thou not heard of Ra\ans high renown T 
No er heard the glory and tlic might of me 
Before whoso face celestial armies floe ? 

^Vhom all the Gods with Indra at their head 
Fear like the ruthless Monarch of the Dead 
Before whoso eye the sun and moon grow pale 
And silent horror checks the shuddenng gale 
That every leaflet on tho tree is still 
Husht every npplo of the babbling nlk 
Beyond tho sea my glonous city stands 
Lanka the famous raised by giant hands 
Like Indra s city beautiful and bright 
With golden walls and gates oflazulitc 
There every flower of rarest ouour blows 
And lusaous fruit on loaded branches glows 
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THE RAPE OF SITA 


There is the sound of cymbal and of drum 
Tarry not, Sita, but arise and come ' 

Come, and with me all earthly pleasures share ; 
Nay, heavenly joys, my love, shall bless thee there’ 


He ceased , and, changing all his gentle guise. 
Stood before Sita m his native size, 

A monstrous giant, temble in form. 

Dark as a thunder-cloud that leads the storm 
Ten-faced and twenty-armed, m every head 
Glared the wild eyeballs that his rage made red. 

As with a scowl upon each haughty brow. 

He cried . ‘ Fair Sita^ wilt thou scorn me now ^ 

Lift thy sweet eyes, dear child of earth, and see 
A husband worthy of a queen hke thea’ 

One eager hand her glorious tresses graspt. 

One mighty aim around hei^waist was claspt 
Aidhei, ye Spirits > Ah, all wild with dread 
Each nymph and faun before the fiend had fled 
Where, where is Rama ? Rama roams afai. 

And Ravan bears hei to his magic car 
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Atigry Areata Ae giant tneil to atiU 
Her cnes for aid but very long- and abnll 
Rang forth her lamcnUUon through Ac wr 
Ab of one raving lu her great despair 
Help Rama, help \ O lAkahman \»hcre art thou X 
Why faithful champion art thou beodlcss now 1 
My hero wont the gianta pride to tame 
Tear from their impious hands thy brothers dame’ 
She who drove Rama from his promisad Atone 
Will doubly tnuraph when this deed is known 
Ye happy bowers ye bloomy groves farewell * 

My mournful fate to royal Rama tell ^ 

And Aon Godaven dear Btrcam upon 
Whose bosom float the mallard and the swan 
Forget not her who loves Aeo but relate 
To royal Rama Sita s mournful fate 
Yc gentle fauns to whom ibia wood is dear 
Let Rama from your auy voices hear 
That Ravan tears mehenco I On you on all 
The countless life within those shades 1 call 
Say that tho fiend has borne away bis wife 
His own true SUa dearer Aan his hfc , 
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THL RAPE or SITA 


He Will regain the spouse he loves so well, 
Yea, if they bore her to the depths of Hell ’ 


Down to her feet her loosened ti esses hung, 
As, like a creeper, with twined arms she clung 
To bough and bianch, and ialling on her knees 
Sliiieked out foi succoui to the mighty trees 
Then Ravan’s giant hand, unused to spare. 

Seized her again by her long flowing hair 
Vengeance on thee that cursed touch shall bring, 
And stain with goie thy hair, thou impious King 
All nature trembled, faint and sick with dread, 

And sudden darkness o’er the world was spread , 
The wind was husht, dimmed was the glorious sun , 
An awful voice that cried. The deed is done. 

Burst from the mighty Sire, whose sleepless eye 
Saw the fell .outrage from his throne on high , 

And the pure saints, with mingled joy and awe. 
Looked on the sinner and his doom foresaw 
In vain she struggled, as the giant threw 
His aim around her waist and upward flew 
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With yellow robes far floating imcontrollefl 
And fair limbs glowing like the bumisht gold 
The royal lady like the lightning shone 
Too dazzling lovely to ho looked upon 
Toucht by the glorious hght the giant s frame 
Showed like a mountain belted round with flame 
And from the lotus wreath that crowned hci head 
Light falUng petals on his hmbs were slied 
Widowed of Rama and of joy her faco 
Peered m its lovely sadness from the cmbraco 
Of her fell ravishcr So looks the moon 
With pure light cicanng a dark cloud m June 
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RAMA’S DESPAIR. 


Rama returns to bis cottage and finds it empty Sita, his love, bis bfe, i» 
gone Ho bad borne the loss of father, mother, home, and friends, but be 
ncath this shock the hero's reason gives way. 

Then Rama turning, 171111 love-quickencd pace. 

Eager to look upon his Sita’s face. 

Came to his dwelling But he found her not , 

Lonely and empty was the leafy cot. 

Like a sad streamlet in the winter’s frost 

With all the glory of its lilies lost 

He searcht, he called no answenng voice was heard, 

But a faint shudder that the branches stirred , 

And sad w ith woe each tree and bird and flowei 
Mourned round the rum of the lady’s bower , 


BAVA S DESPAIIL 


Ami aymph and fann in sliady *l«cknts sigUcd 


And Rama lifted up hisi voice and cned 
VAictc is my daxlmg I Dead ot tom av. ay I 
Or has she ventured in the wood to stray 
Gathenng flowers farther and farther still ? 

Or has she sought the stream her jar to fill 1 
Through grove and glade he ran ivith maddened brain 
Seeking her wildly where oU search was vam 
From brfiok to brook from hiU to hill he ran 
Each tree to question and each lawn to scan 
Tell me Acacia, has that fairest she 
"Who loved thy flowers so well been seen by thee t 
Clad in pale silk and like thy clusters fair 
If thou hast seen my darling tell me where ’ 

Thou Bel tree laden with thy golden fruit 
Round as my lady s breast, why art thou mute ? 
Where is she Heartsease 1 Tis thy gentle part 
To banish woe come give me what thou art 
Thou Cassia brilliant >\ ith thy pendent gold 
Tell me what sh ides m> radiant Sita hold 
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HAMA’s nrsPAin. 


Palm, Mango, Jasmine, Amarantli, declare, 
Where IS iny darling with (he long soft haii ? 

It may bo that my fawn-eyed love has strayed 
To sport with fa\sns beneath some arching shade, 
I see thee deaiest come, no longer seek 
To hide thee m the grove , come forth or speak * 

I see thee, lady of the lotus eye, 

Thou art not hidden, and ’tis vain to P}'. 

Stay if thou lovest mo, my Sita, stay ’ 

Too much already of this cruel plnj 
3 see thy gaimciit shimmer in the biakc 
Stay, my sweet darling, (or dear pity’s sake * 


Ah ' she IS dead , her mangled limbs the feast 
Of wandering giant or some ravenous beast , 

That moon-bnght cheek, that pure and pohsht brow, 
Red lips and dazzling teeth what are they now ? 
Tossing her anas her spray-soft arms m vain, 
Shrieking for help, alas > my love was slam. 

Why wast thou left within thy bower alone, 

Foi fiends to lend thee, oh, mine own, mine own ^ 


RASUS DESrAtR 


ilj SlU lost I will not live but go 
Hence to the after u orld weighed down by woo 
The mighty King our sire will sec me there 
And sternly cry False perjured Hama wlicro 
"Whero IS thy faith that thou with ev il speed 
CJomest from exile ere the time decreed ? 

Can I return from banishment to sec 

Those chambers empty where my queen should be * 

Can I return to hear my people cry 

Shamo on tlic wretch who failed to save or die ? 

How can I meet Vidchas King and brook 

The speechless agony of tlic fatlicr s look ? 

How will these lips endure to tcU him all 1 
riicso eyes to see him start and faint and fall ? 
Now leave me here to mourn awhile and die 
Do thou dear brother to Ayodhya hio 
The beautiful city , thus to Bharat say 
With tender greeting Rama bids tlico swaj 
The nghtcous sceptre thou deservest well 
Then after reverent salutation tell 
With soothing words my mother his and thine 
1 he mournful t ilo of Sita s fate and mine. 
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SITA m PRISO^T. 

4. <I> 

As some poor solitary deer. 

When eager dogs are pressing near. 

Lies sobbing in an alien wood 
Far from her soft-eyed sisterhood , 

So in King Ravan’s hall, a prey 
To fear and anguish, Sita lay 
With none to aid her in distress, 

Cirt round by many a giantess 

Pierced by the shaft of Love, the King 
Strode to the centre of the ring 
He bade the captive lady rise. 

And, lifting up her streaming eyes, 

View all the glorious house that vied 
With heavenly homes in pomp and pride 


SITA IN PBISON 


Hall bower and chamber bngbt with throngs 

Of gay robed dames and cheered with songs 

Of countless birds whose swellmg throats 

Blent sweetly their delicious notes 

From gold and ciystal pillars bright 

With studs of pearl and lazuhte 

Near lay a royal garden fair 

With terrace lawn and gay parterre 

Where rosea glowed and pcacochs played 

Delighted in the Mango s shade 

Like cloudy pile m skies of June 

That hides the path of sun and moon 

Or soaring up like Mcru s head 

All flaming with the momiog s red 

So vast so high that palace raised 

Sky-cleaving pinnacles and blazed 

In the sun s path from floor to spire 

A bape of beauty clothed in fire 


He led her up the stair whereon 
Inlaid m gold lirge diamonds shone 



13G SITA IN rUISON. 

And to lici eyes that maiked not showed 

The gloiy of his iich abode 

The lattice Avith its ivory fiamCj 

Where softened light through silver came , 

And curtains, bound with golden hi aid, 

Cast on the floor a losy shade 

The car, obedient to his will. 

That bore him ovei flood and lull 
Long galleries and stately halls 
Where pictures lived upon the walls 
The mazy rill that murmuied lound 
The giotto and the pleasure-mound 
Pools where the lily flushed, the lake 
Where played the cygnet and the diake 
Tlius with delight, fiom view to view, 

The undehghted dame he diew. 

And, as she trembled by his side, 

‘ Look, Sita '* at each step he cried 
‘ Now, fair one, learn my power and might 
Ten million Koveis of the Niirht, 

And lesser fiends, a countless band, 
Milhous of millions, loimd me stand, 



SJTA IV rni'^oN 


^Vho JO) m fight and Bcom to flj 
Of all this host sole lord am 1 
WIjoso arm) is so % asl and bold ? 

Wlnt king so nch in goma and gold ’ 
^Vhat carlldy cit) can compare 
\Vith Lanka fairest of thofairt 
th)* sweet hand I )iclJ the whole 
0 dearer than m) life and sou! 

Thousands of women wait my sign 
O argc-C)cd be thoir queen and mniu 
3dy earnest prx) cr no longer spurn 
For Lo>c 8 hot fires within me bum 
Sea-girt (liroo hundred leagues in loogtli 
My Lanka lies and if tho strength 
Of hcavcnl) hosts her walls assail 
Though Indra lead their might would fail 
Iio spirit of the earth or air 
No God can with my strcnglli comjnro 
No longer let thy fane) dwell 
On Kama in his hermit cell 
Leave tho poor mortal to bis fate 
And wed thee with a worthier inak 
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SITA IN rniBON. 


Thy youth will not for ever stay, 

Come, U'jo it ere it glide awaj. 

Nor let vam hopes thy breast beguile 
Of rescue from the Giants’ isle 
Less vam the toil that sought to tamo 
The glory of the quenchless flame 
Less vam the toil that strove to bind 
The gale that -wanders sivift as mind 
Man, fiend, or God -would find it hard 
To rescue thee -whom I -would guard 
Spurn not, fair Queen, a realm like this, 
But dwell with me and reign in bliss 
Thy lieiimt life has -washed ai\ay 
"What stain upon thy bnght soul lay . 
No-w come, with mo enjoy the meed 
Of each h’gb thought and noble deed 
What ' still reluctant, cold, and coy. 

Still loving giief and hating joy ' 

Hear, lady of the faultless brow, 

Bavan ne’er stooped so low till now' 
Down at thy perfect feet I kneel, 

t 

And pity beg for all I feel . 



filTA IN PRMOV 


head bcncalh Ihj foct I cn\ c 
Some mercy for tliy loMnp' sla\o 


My large-eyed Rama dear to fame 
Of mighty arm and lion frame 
And Lakehman, will not tarry long 
But slay thee though thy walls arc strong 
Soon will ho liurry on thy track 
And with thy life take Sita bacL 
Small aid gainst him thy b<»ta will bring 
Like snakes seized by the Feathered fCing 
Though they be terrible and ficrco 
The arrows from his bow will picrco 
Thy body through from Qank to flank 
As Qanga rends away the bank 
Though girt by hosts of demon shape 
Thou eanst not from his hand escape 
Thou when he holds thee with his ej e 
Scorcht With his shafts shall fall and die 
He who can dry the mighty deep 
Jlay bid poor Sita moan and weep 
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SITA IN PRISON 


But the great sun shall cease to shine 
Ere hei pure soul to sin incline 
Repent, ere yet it be too late. 

The crime thy death shall expiate. 

Or soon shall seas of blood be spilt, 

And wdowed Lanka mourn thy guilt 

I 

When Rama’s shaft has laid thee low, 
Ear other words thy tongue shall know . 
Thou scarcely then wilt boast in pride 
That thou hast torn me from his side 
He comes , and ’ neath his anger all, 
Thyself, thy host, thy town shall fall. 

I spurn thee, can the altar dight 
With vessels for the sacred rite, 

O’ei which the priest his prayer has said, 
Be sulhed by an outcast’s tread ? 

My body lies within thy power • 

Torture it, chain it, kill, devoui , 

Ne’er wdl I meet thy base desire. 

Or lay mine honour in the mire ’ 


With looks of fury Ravan cried, ^ 



SITA IS PRISON 


Come Ogresse*? nnil I'itno her pride 
He ppokc and quicker tlian the word 
The coming of llic fiends nns heard 
Shuddered the air as on thej sped 
And the earth shook bcncatli their tread 
Before their lord they humbly hotvod 
And pressed round Sita in a crowd 
To the Asoka garden bear 
My prize lie cned and guard her there 
Until her stubborn pndo be bent 
By mingled threat and blandishment 
Sec that ye watch her well and tame 
Like some wild thing the haughty dame 
Tlicy bore her to tliat garden bnghi 
With every flower that charms the sight 
AVlicrc sweet streams under branches flowed 
And fruit through all the seasons glow cd 
Prostrate before those fiendish eyes 
Like a poor trembling deer that lies 
Beneath a tigers paw she lay 
Thinking of Rama far away 



RAMA IN THE SPRING 


-<r> 

“ I sought theo there, 
And, mourning for my darling, scarce could bear 
The sweet cool smell of lakes and pleasant showers. 
The beauty and the perfume of the flowers. 

And all delights of sight, and sound, and smell , 

“For, without Sita, Heaven itself were Hell ” 

Kaltdaba, 

‘ Look, brother, at that grove,’ he cned, 

‘ That lines sweet Pampa’s shelving side 
Those trees of giant girth that rear 
Their heads so high, like hills appear 
These are the pleasant days that fire 
The youthful bosom with desire , 



nXVA IN THE SPRING 


WhcQ soft winds breathing balm dispense 
Wood odours that enthral the sense 
And pour a ceaseless nun of dowers 
As drops the cloud his summer showers 
Look even as I speak my head 
Is covered with the blooms they shed 
How soft the west wind moves along 
To music of the wild bee s song , 

His breath is of the woodland spnng 
The sandal s odour lades bis wing 
Look up there hardly glimmers through 
These archmg trees one speck of blue 
Look there the Cassia s bloom behold 
A giant clad in burning gold 
0 happy spnng whom birds rejoice 
To welcome with their gladdest voice ’ 

O happy time but not to me 
For I am wandenng far from lhc<^ 

My darling of tho large soft eye 
That Koll with his loud shall cry 
Of joy and freedom and desire 
That the first days of spnng inspire 



UAMA rm: sriuNf 


I M 

Seems calling, as lie cliccib Ins male, 

To me all lone and desolate ' 

See, whcie tliejojous mallard leads 
His paitnci tluoiigh that fiinge of reeds 
Each happy bird, ai 1 none alone, 

HaiK the spiing air with gladdest tone. 
All ic\clling 111 bliss alike, 

The swan, the hawk, the dove, the sin ike 
Look, biothei, in that shady glen 
The peacock dances round his hen . 

No giant’s hand has reft away 
The mate with whom he loves to jilay 
There, round the Mango blossom, press 
Wild bees, witli lovers’ eagerness 
But All > the blissful life around. 

Each lovely sight, each pleasant sounil, 
Pierces my very heart, and slays 
AVith meiHoiy of peiisht days. 

That flew in heavenly lapturc by 
With Sita of the loe-dcci’s eye 

’ ’ " Thou ’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird 
That ssings beside thy mate ” Bukns 



TIDINGS OF SITA 


As on the breezy hill I stood 
That rises o cr tlio pathless wood 
High 0 er me flew a monstrous form 
Dark as the cloud that heralds storm 
I saw the giant s flashing eye 
I heard a woman s piteous cry 
A \oico from out the still air came 
Of weeping mixt with Ramas name 
A dove whom eagle talons grasp 
She struggled in the giant s clasp 
I heard again a wilder shnek 
She saw me on the mountain peas. 




TIDINGS OF SITA 


An anklet from her foot she drew, 
And "svith it cast her garland too 
The token I have guarded well 
Some tidings of thy love may tell ’ 


Quick to the mountain cave he went, 
And brought the treasured ornament 
Then hurst the tear from Rama’s eyes, 

As, gazing on the well-known prize, 

‘ 0 Sita, O my love '* he said , 

Then swooned and fell as fall the dead 



RAVAN S PALACE 


lUnoBun tbe too of tlx VTio) Ood »dA tbe el lUma, enUn Lan\t 
1} ni lit {0 ■«» cb <>1 S>tA. There I « eee* Tiubpela, the magte car kIucL 
utaios lb« paUce «( the Ki g of the Quota. 


Tljcn sweetly to his car were borne 
Tho blended notes of drum nod horn 
Cymbal and labour deep and loud 
Like thunder from a distant cloud 
Awhile he stood then nearer drew 
Till flasht upon his startled view 
The car of Rat an long and wide 
A measured league from side to side 
The car that flct\ o cr flood and lull 
Obedient to the masters will 



EA van’s palace 


1 iS 

Its jewelled aiclies high o’eihead 
An evei -changing lustic shed 
Fioin luhj^ peail, and every gem, 

On golden pillais iindei them 
Delicious came the tempeiod au 
That hicatlied a heaienly summei thoic, 
Stealing tliiougli bloomy tiees that boio 
Each pleasant fiuit in endless stoic 
Enclosed within that peaily bound. 

The w'oiideilng chief a palace found. 

Of vast extent and stately height 
"With doois of gold and lazuhte, 

And deckt with every lovely thing, 

The mansion of the Giant King 
No check was there fiom jealous guaid. 
No dooi was fast, no poital baned , 

Onlv a sweet air breathed to meet 
The stranger, as a host should gieet 
A wanderer of his kith and kin. 

And woo Ins weary steps within 
He stood within a spacious hall 
With fretted roof and painted wall, 
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Tho gnnl Ila\'iu s boa<:l atul prulo 
Ijovctl c\cn as a lovely btide 
Iwcrc long to tell each m mol tlicn 
The crystal floor thejcttellcil stair 
TliQ gold tho stUcr and tho shuiu 
Of chrysolite and almandino 
Ihoro hroathotl the fairest blooms of spring 
Ihoic flasht the prowl swans silver wing 
The splendour of whoso feathers brohe 
llirowgli fragrant wreaths of aloe smoke 
Iis Indra s ITeavm the cbicflam cnc<l 
G » 2 mg in JO) from side to side 
T-ho home of all the GikU is this 
llio mansion of eternal blivs' 

There were the softest carpets spioa 1 
l)Ui„htful tJ the Ri^ht and tnad 
MMicro troops of f urtst women 1 1 ) 

Ocrcomt h) hlctp fitigiu I with ph\ 
rile cup no lon-,tr chc<icd the f( isi 
'I fio >uiu{ of revtfry /nd coascif 
Iht tiul ling feet no st rred 

No chiming ol v zone was ht aid 
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K AVAN’S PALACE 


So when each bird has sought her nest, 
And swans are mute and wild bees rest. 
Sleep the fair hlies of the lake 
Till the sun’s kiss shall bid them wake 
Like the calm field of autumn’s sky 
Which stars unnumbered glonfy, 

So shone the tyrant’s, sumptuous room 
With living stars that chased the gloom 
"rhese aie the stars,’ the chieftain cried, 

‘ In summer nights that earthward glide ; 
In brighter foim they re appear 
To shine in matchless lustre here,’ 


With wondering eyes awhile he viewed 
Each graceful form and attitude 
One lady’s head was backward thrown. 

Bare was her arm and loosed hei zone. 

The garland that her brow had graced 
Hung closely round another’s waist 
Here gleamed tv o little feet, all bare 
Of anklets that had sparkled theie 



EAVAN 8 PALACE. 
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Hero lay a queenly dame at rest 
In all bcr glonoua gatmcnla drcsl. 

There alept another whoso email hand 
Had loosened every lie and band 
In careless grace another lay 
With gems and jewels cast away 
Like a young creeper when tho tread 
Of the wild elephant has spread 
Destruction and confusion round 
And hurled it flowerless to the ground 
Hero lay a slumbcrcr still as death 
Save only that her balmy breath 
Haised ever and anon tho )aco 
That floated oer her sleeping face 
There sunk m sleep an amorous maid 
Her sweet head on a mirror laid 
Like a fair lily bending till 
Her petals float upon tho nIL 
Another bla^k eyed damsel pressed 
Her lute upon her heaving breast 
As through her happy anas wero twined 
Round him for whom she long had pined. 



JIAVAN’S PALACE 


Another pretty sleeper round 
A silvei vase hci arms had ^\ound, 

That seemed so fresh and fair and young 
A wreath of floweis that o’ei it hunsf 

o 


In sweet disoidei lay a thiong 
Weary of dance and play and song 
Wheie heedless giils had sunk to rest, 
One pillowed on another's breast, 

Her tender cheek scarce s6ea beneath 
Red roses of the falling wreath. 

The while her Ion" soft haii concealed 
The beauties that her fuend revealed 
With limbs at random interlaced 
Round arm and leg and thioat and waist, 
That wreath of women lay asleep 
Like blossoms in a careless heap 



KUMDIIAKARNA 


KuisUal rna tb<j pnnl c tn»l\ er f tl c t Unio lUran — nimolfr n 
lb toot bu ra *»bub co U co t ift ^ruiaiSa r Urg w t rj r-1 \ 
b ui ipeltle ihit I « u 1 toe mu u « i i il fro i t i in a it 1 
1 7 Bralinu to rel «Te tb« at rm ot (t e ^ rlj tbich bail i t nt rial 
t r»ui arprtben i i of b*. ng e l« j* 1 cr p«l tl at ibe p iit »! H 1 1 
(IS n tbi at a tio and w k f r only n t y 1 t g \ ! 11 mVl ten 
a m 1 II tix tnoBtha all ir ne w tb ut tro p\ u II t) « ro] o<l e 
tT e pabil ti of tl irtb IMea Il%matnva>1»<I i) apt i r I n tl 
tin m] ih g all tb ir f mpl yltl rntilim-uuo— V 
crentually with a cccss— t w k tb I pin^ g ant. 


With troulilcJ spirit anil witli broken prulo 
Through Lanhts gito the t'lnquislit P'lN'in hic ! 
Cru'ilit like an elephant t\ho fills beneath 
ihc hens Rpnng and fcdslbc inunlerons loclli 
Or like a serpent neith the funous tinio 
And vengeful talons of tho Fcathcicd Kijij, 
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KUMIJHAKAIINA. 


Such was the giant’s fear and \vild alarm 
At the swift airows shot by Rama’s arm 
Shafts, with the flame of lightning round thorn curled 
Like Brahma’s fiery bolts that end the world. 

At length, supported on his golden throne. 

With failing eye he spoke and humbled tone: 

‘Alas ' ye Giants, all the toil is vain, 

Fiiiitless ray penance and an age of pain, 

If I, whom India’s self confest his peer, 

Secure fiom Gods, a mortal victor fear. 

My soul lemerabcrs — now, alas * too late 
The words of Brahma whieh foretold ray fate • 
‘Tremble, pioud Giant,’ thus the waining ran, 

‘ And fear destruction from unheeded man. 

Secure from God and fiend and angel, live, 

From faun and serpent, by the boon I give. 

Against their power and might thy hfe is charmed. 
Against man only is thy soul unarmed ’ 

Too well I know the fated hour is nigh : 

Then let each leader to his station fly. 

Guard every alley with & chosen band, 

Let giant waiders on the rampart stand. 



KUMUItVKAIlNA 


And let the terror of immortal ejes 
Great Kumbhakarna from his trance anw 
Ho m deep slumber free from care ami pam 
Lulled by a charm for many a month has lam 
Let him arise ourbraiost l>cstofall 
And soon the foemcn ncalh hia arm mil fall 
The giant hosts their monarch 8 i^ord obejod 
And left hi5 presence trembling and afraid 
They earned flowery garlands sweet and fresh 
And for his banquet, loads of blood and flesh 
They reacht the ca\em i\hcrc the slumberer lay— 

A mighty cave tliat strctcht a league each waj 

But scarce the strongest could an entrance gam 

So fierce the tempest as he breathed amain 

They found the giant Ijing on Ins bed 

With his huge limbs at all tbcir length outspread 

Before his face they piled liis favorite cheer 

The flesh of buffaloes and boars and deer 

With garlands heavenly fair they fanned his face 

And clouds of incense sweetened all the place 

Then moon bnght conchs they sounded loud and long 

And the cave echoed with the giants song 
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KUMBHAKAIINA 


Then on their breasts they smote with thunJeiing blows, 
And higher yet the wild commotion rose, 

When the loud cymbal vied with drum and hoin, 

And fiendish war-cues on tlie gale upborne 
Through all the an in hideous discoid spiCiul, 

And the birds heard the dm and fell down dead 
But Kumbhakarna calmly took his rest 
And they smote fiercely on his shaggy chest 
With maces, clubs, and pieces of the rock. 

But still he moved not yet nor felt the shock 

Tlien all united in one effort more 

With shell, drum, tabor, and redoubled roar , 

Club, mace, staff, mallet, with strong arms applied. 
Rained vigorous blows upon his breast and side , 

And screaming elephants were uiged to aid. 

And beaten camels groaned and horses neighed 
But Kumbhakarna calmly slumbered still 
Then furious wrath began their breasts to fill 
They drencht his foiehead with a hundred pails. 

They tore his ears and hair with teeth and nails , 

They bound together many a murderous mace. 

And beat him wildly on the head and face. 



KUMBHAKARhA 
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And diovc wild Llophants with pondcioiis tread 
Over Ins mighty limbs and chest and head 
The unusual weight the giants slumber broke 
He shook his sides and started and awoke 
And all regardless of the wounds and blows 
Yawning with thirst and faint with hunger rose 
His jaws like hell gap<^d terrible and wide 
Red as the sun when glann^^ o cr the side 
Of Meru Every burning breath he drew 
Roared like a mighty wind that lushes through 
ihe cedars on the mountain Up he raised 
His horselike head with eyes that fiercely blazed 
LiV e comets horrible as Death m form 
When menacing the worlds with fire and storm 
The giants pointed to the recking store 
Of flesh of buffalo and deer and boar 
And the fiend gorged him with the flesh and blood 
Huge jars of marrow and of wmc a flood 
He ended and the giants ventured near 
And bent their heads m reverence and fear 
And Kumbhakarna looked around with eyes 
All glazed and lieavy in their first surprise 
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KUMBHAKARNA 


And drowsy yet from liis late troubled re^t 
He thus the Rovers of the Night addrest 
‘ Why have ye called me from tny sleep to wake ? 
None with light cause my lest should dare to break 
Say, IS it well with Ravan ? Or has need 
And fear come on ye, that with heedless speed 
Ye thus disturb me ^ Mark the words I say, 

The giants’ King shall tremble in dismay, 

The fire be quencht and Indra’s self be slam. 

Ere he shall rouse me from my sleep in vain ' 

The wise Yupaksba humbly thus replied 
‘ No fiend has dared us, and no God defied 
But gatheied men oui golden walls assail. 

And fear is on us lest then might prevail 
For Rama leads them to the deadly strife. 

Burning for vengeance for his ravisht wife 
The hostile flame through Lanka’s town is red, 

' And Ravan weeps his best and dearest dead 
Nay, e’en our King who never trembled yet 
For heavenly hosts or fiends in battle met. 

Himself at last the general dread has shared. 

By Rama vanquisht and by Rama spared ’ 


KUMBHAlCiR>A 


1 >0 

Then Kumhhakarna thus in answer spake 
I will go forth and deadlj \cngcance take 
And tread their armies neath my conquering feet 
Then flusht with victory the King will meet 
The pnoces blood shall be my speaal draught 
By you the gore of all the host be quaffed 



THE OMENS. 

Fierce as he ^^ho rules the dead, 

Kavan forth to battle sped , 

Chieftains of his giant band 
Followed close on either hand 
Scarce the city gates were past 
When the sun was overcast 
Darkness fell on all around. 

Roared the clouds and shook the ground. 
Startled coursers fled amain 
Mid a showei of bloody ram 
Vultures, with ill-omened wing. 

Smote the banner of the King 



tHE ici 

W hile the jackal s hungry cry 
Echoed as the car flew by 
Throbbing eye and acbmg arm 
Struck him with a wild alarm 
Pallor sat upon bis check 
And his \oicc grew low and weak 
Terrible with flash and flame 
Down a hissing meteor came 
Birds that haunt the carnage field 
Bound the head of Ravan wheeled 
While hi8 steeds as on they swept 
To the brunt of battle wept 
Still the maddened King m spite 
Of the omens rushed to fight 
Still by Yaraa hand impelled 
Toward his fate his course be held 
Earth beneath bis chanot shook 
Hill and forest cave and biook 
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RAVAN DEAD. 

Soon ns they saw tlieir lo.nder dead, 

The giants turned and broke and fled ; 

Some to the hill, the wood, the cave, 

Some leapt into the oeean wave 

Some sad for wife and children’s fate 

Ran to their home through Lanka’s gate 

Poor welcome there in weeping eyes. 

The groans of age, and children’s cnes 

Behind the routed, fierce and strong 

As lions prest the victor throng 

From street to street in quest they strayed. 

And all the marvels there surveyed 

Eight gates that blazed with gems and gold, 
< 

Eight walls that girt the giant’s hold ; 



BA\AH DEAD 


And domes and spires tiiat Qasbt on bigli 
Like sun shot clouds id autumn s sky 


Vibhisban Tvitb a brothers gnef 
Wept 0 cr Ibe body of the cliief 
O hero bold and brave 1 he cned 
Skilled m all arms m battle tried t 
Spoiled of tby cronm with limbs outspread^ 
Why wiU tbou press this gory bed t 
W by sleep upon the earth s cold breast 
When silken couches woo to resit 
Ah me my brother I over bold 
Ihine IS the fate my heart foretold 
But love and pndc forbade to hear 
Tlic fnend who blamed tby wild career 
Fallen is our sun that shone so hnght 
Our lordly moon is veiled in night 
Our beacon ilre is dead and cold 
A hundred waves have o cr it rolled 
What could his light and fire avail 
Against Lord Ramas arrowy hail? 



RAVAN DEVD 


Woe for the giants’ royal tree, 

AVhose stately height was fair to see f 
His hiicls were deeds of kingly grace , 
His bloom, the sons who deckt his race. 
His penance was the glorious fruit. 

And his own noble soul the root, 

AVith rifled bloom and mangled bough 
The royal tree lies prostiate now ’’ 

‘ Nay, idl}' mourn not,’ Rama cried, 
‘The warrioi chief has nobly died 
Intrepid hero, firm through all, 

So fell he as the brave should fall , 

And ill beseems it men like us 
To weep for those who perish thus 
Be firm thy causeless gnef restrain, 
And pay the dues that yet remain ’ 


Again the sad Vibhishan spoke , 
‘ His was the heio’s arm that broke 
Embattled Gods ^nd India’s might, 
Hnconquered ere to-day in fight 



HAVAS DEAD 


He rushed agamst thee strove, and fell 
As Ocean when his waters swell 
Hurling his might against the roch 
Falls spent and shaitcrod by the shock 
Woe for our chief s untimely end 
The generous lord the trusty fnend I 
The cup of bliss ho loved to dram 
And wealth upon his fnends to rain 
Our sure defence when fear arose 
A hitter scourge to stubborn foes 
In Holy Scripture doeplj read 
The sacred flame ho duly fed 
Of ready hand of fearless heart. 

In sternest penance bore bis part 
0 let the foe thy hand has slam 
OThc honours of the dead obtain 
Then Hama answered Hatred dies 
When low m dust the focman lies 
Now tnumph bids our contest cease 
And knits us in the bonds of peace 
Let funeral ntea bo duly paid 
And be it mme thy tod to aid. 



IGO 


STTA DISGRACED. 

With her si^eet cyelitls ■wet with teais of shame, 
Unveiled before so many, Sita came 
And met liei long-lost husband face to face 
And Rama gazed upon her winning grace 
With eyes that longed to weep, but, mute and still. 
He stayed their fountains with his iron will 
No w'oid was spoken, for a double tide 
Surged in bis changing bosom, love and pride 
No word for her who stood before her king 
In shame and anguish like a guilty thing 
No word of greetmg for his rescued dame 
On whose bnght soul ne’er lay a shade of blame . 
Whom giant hands fron\ her dear home had torn. 
And kept a hopeless captive, sorrow-worn , 



SITA DrSQRACED 


1C 

For Ratna s sake still living through Iier pain 
AnJ now returning aa from Deaths domain 


^Once only once she liRed up her eye 
Once called upon him with a bitter cry 
Then from rude eyes the tears began to flow 
And warriors melted at the lady s woe 
Scarce Iiakshman s self the rising flood represt 
And hid his face a moment in his vest 
But Sita cast her causeless shame away 
And her own virtue was her strength and stay 
Conscious of truth that slandenng tongues defled 
Her sobs she checked her weeping eyes she dried 
And stnigglmg still with anger and surprise 
Ijooked on her husband with unflinching eyes 
Then Rama spoke 0 dame my task is done 
The foe is slain and thou the spoil art won 
Mme arm has conquered and mine honour freed 
Has killed the robber and avenged the deed 
Lord of myself loosed from the vows I swore 
Duly and honour claim from me no more 
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The ^Yondrous bridge that spanned the angry flood, 
The Giants’ city red -with foemen’s blood 
The countless host by friendly n amors led, 

The wise who counselled and the brave who bled 
With hearts that sank not in the doubtful fray 
This glorious toil has gamed its crown to-day 
But hearken, lady ’Twas no love for thee 
That led my army o’ei the angry sea 
’Twas not for thee that streams of blood were shed. 
And Lanka's streets piled high with giant dead 
No fond affection for my captive iMfe 
Impelled my arrow m the day of strife 
I battled only to avenge the cause 
Of injured honour and insulted laws 
Thy name is blemisht, and the shameful doubt 
Fills all my heait and drives affection out 
No more thy beauty charms me ’Tis a light 
Shed by a torch that paint> the injured sight 
Go where thou wilt I give thee leave to roam , 

I lead no traitress to my royal home ’ 


Then Sita spoke in accents soft and low, 



SITA DISQtlACED 


IGO 


Yet struggling A\ith unutterable t\oe 
Hast thou the heart O monarch to dismiss 
A highborn lady with a speech like this 1 
To banish thus the daughter of a king 
Like some light damsel trained to dance and sing 1 
By all the rnent of m> life I swear 
I am not n hat thy hasty words declare 
Doubt others faith but cast all doubt aside 
Of one whose truth a life of lo\e has tried 
Round my weak form his arms the Giant IhrcTv 
But all the blame to Fate and him is due 
What could I do~a woman and alone ? 

My heart was mine and that tsas still thine own 
Qamst thee and honour have I wrought no sin 
Pure IS my body as my soul within 
Or may the Gods my name and fame destroy 
And bar my spint From eternal joy 
Dear Lakshman haste prepare the burning pile , 

1 cannot live to bear a load so vile 
Ibere is no way hut only this to gam 
Freedom and rest and clear my life of stam 



HOME. 


- <x> 

The rest is thus briefly told m the Argument of the poem with which 
the First Book begins 

Then Sita, touched with noble iie. 

Gave her fair body to the fire 

But straight the God of Wind appeared, 

And words from heaven her honour cleared 
And Rama clasped his faithful dame 
Uninjured, pure fiom spot and blame, 

Obedient to the Lord of Fire 
And the high mandate of his sire 
Led by the Lord who rules the sky, 

The Gods and heavenly Saints drew mgh. 

And honoured him with worthy meed, 

Rejoicing in each gloiious deed 
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Ha task achieved ha foe remo\ etl 
He triumphed by the Qod^ appro\ ct! 
By grace of Heal cq he raised to h(o 
Hie chieftains slam in mortal slnfo 
Then in the magic chanot through 
The clouds to Nandtgrama flew 
Met by ha faithful brotlicrs there 
He loosed ha votive cod of hair 
Thence fair Ayodhya s town ho gamed 
And 0 cr ha father 8 kingdom reigned 
Dacase or famine no cr opprest 
Ha happy people ncldy blest 
With all the joys of ample wealth 
Of sweet content and perfect health 
No widow mourned her well loved mate 
No siro ha son e untimely fate 
They feared not ctorm or robber s hand 
No fire or flood laid waste the land 
The Golden Ago seemed come ogam 
To bless tho days of Kama s reign 
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The Edhject o! ihe poem is simple sod ingemous a Yalcshs s dif imt; 
of SQ lofenof order aa atteodsot upoo tb god of ncbes KaTcra sod ae of 
ft class which, as xt appe rs from the poem is characierued h; ft beaevol ot 
Bp nt, ft gentle temper and an aSecUonite disposition has incurred the dis 
pleasure of bia a vere gn and bu b ea condemned hj him to a twelre 
OHatha exile from hu home In the Bohta77 hut sacred fere t in which 
he spends the period of bis b neheent the Tshsh s most urg nt caret t 
fndan opportunity of con eying uitdlgenc end con olation to hi wife 
and in the wildneu of bu gnef be fane es that he discoTers a friendly mes 
nger in cloudi-one of those noble masssa which eem almost inst net 
with life as they trav rse ft tropical ehy in the coxamenEsiDent of theblon 
soon and moTs w th slow and solemn prog essi n f om the equ tonal ocean 
to the snows of the H malaya. In the sp nt of thu bold but not unn tural 
person flcation tb Yak h addre sea tbs Cloud and entrusts to it the 
message he yearns to despatch to th absent object of his attachment. He 
d “nb s the direction n which the Cloud is to trsTel—one m ked out { r it 
indeed by tbe eternal laws oi natur and takes th a oppo tun ty i alluding 
to th most impo tnnt cene of H ndu mythology and tradit o — n t w th 
the dulne&s of prosaic detail Ifbt with th t true poetic pencil which by a 
few happy touches hnags the subject of the desenpt n vindly before tho 
m nd 8 eye Amred at the end ot the j urney the condition oi hu beloTed 
wife u the theme of the exile s ftntic pat one and t dwelt upon with equal 
del eacy and truth and the poem termio tea with the m ssage that u intend 
ed to assuage her gnef and animate her hopes The wh le of thu part { 
tbe composition is dutioguuhed by ^e graceful expression of natural and 
amiable feelings and cannot foil to leave a Uvaurahle impression of the na* 
t onal character H H WrLsO'S 
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I 

Dark arc tlic shadows of the trees that wa\c 
Their pendent branches upon Rama’s Hill,' 

Veiling the fetream where Sita loved to lave 
Sweet limbs that hallowed as they touched the nil . 
There a sad Spint, whom his master’s will. 

Wroth for a service he had rendered ill, 

An exile from his happy home had torn. 

Was sternly doomed for twelve long months to mourn. 
Of all his glories reft, of his dear love forlorn 

II 

Some weary days, intolerably slow. 

The listless exile all alone had past 

The bracelet clung not to the arm that woe 

Had withered, and the weeping and the fast , 

When on a day of June he upward cast 
His aching eyes, lo ' on the mountain lay 
A glorious cloud embracing it, as vast 
As some huge elephant that stoops in play 
To trample down the bank that bars his onward way. 

' Situated, it appears, a bttle to the north of Nagpore 
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IIL 

Onco and again his wistful cics ho raised 
Checking the tear-drop in her secret springs 
And on the jasmines sweet rcslorer gaxed 
The mournful sen-ant of the King of Kings ' 
Mournful for if the first seen ram-cloud brings 
Trouble and doubt to him whose arms arc prest 
Around his love 0 judge what torture wrings 
His bosom far from her ho lores the bcst» 

A prey to longing loro and fear and wild unrest 

IV 

Then cheered by hope ho culled each budding spray 
And the lost blooms that lingered in the brake, 

And hastened humbly to the Cloud to pray 
With offerings trusting for his darling s sake 
While Welcome fnendships sweetest word he spake 
Tliat he would waft his message ns a spell 
Whence life and comfort the lono bnde might take 
That he would calm her troubled heart and tell 
That were she only present all with him were well 
' A title of Kurera the God of WealUt 


m 


TUn MISSINC.LU CLOtD 


V. 

Blame not the Spnit, if Ins Avild despair 
Urged Ins love-laden bosom to complain 
To the dark child of vapour, sun, and air 
Have ye ne’er learnt that hopeless love is fain 
To shriek the lamentation wrung by pam 
In nature’s senseless ear • to u cop and moan 
To valley and to mountain, and to ram 
Tears on the floweis and call on stock and stone 
To suffer with his woe and echo groan for groan ? 


VI 

‘0 thou of cvei -changing form/ he cried, 

‘ I know thee, offspnng of a glorious race. 

The mighty counselloi close by the side 
Of royal Indra is thine honouied place 
By cruel fate' tom fiom my love’s embrace 
I fly to thee for comfort in my woe 
Better to sue and be denied the giace 
By one of gentle blood whose woith we knew% 

Than stoop to bear away iich guerdon fiom the low 
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MI 

Dear friend of all whom flimcs of anguish bum 
If thou host power and pitj as of old 
On me on me thy tender glances turn 
W ho mourn the anger of llic Ood of Gold 
lo ih'stant Alaka fly uncontrolled 
W here dwell my brethren in their stately halls 
lliere let mv message to my lose bo fold 
Mid gilded palaces and marble wails 
On which the siUcr light of Sivas crescent' falls 

Mil 

There wult thou see the melancholy bnde 

Of me thy brother thm and ghastly pale 

Her only care — for every joj has died — 

To count the dark days slowly lengthening tale 

She lingers jnt for womans heart, though frail 

As the fair flower that mpt b} winters chill 

Bends her sweet head before the rude rough gale 

If hope be left her in licr misery still 

Clings fondly to the Ufo despair nlobe can kill 

‘ The cre t of Siva i the ti w m n a <i h H tnalaja mountain toid 
which A1 k IS aitu t d c6 bia favourite haunt 
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IX 

Hence as tliou mountcst up, each lonely wife, 
Tossing her tresses from her brow in glee 
And diinhing from the sight rapture and life, 

Thy rapid course through realms of air shall see. 
And whisper blessings as she looks on thee 
For who at such a warning would not brave* 
Danger and death, and to his darling flee. 

Save the sad captive in his fetters, save 
A prisoned wretch like me, a tyrant’s helpless slave 


X 

As favounng gales thy airy course impel. 

The tuneful Ram-birds shall thy way attend , 

A pomp cf wreathing cranes thy state shall swell. 
On ‘Silver pinions rustling round their friend , 

From mapy a stream shall lordly swans ascend. 
When the glad thunder of thy voice they hear. 

And w'lld with joy their eager course shall bend 

I 

To Manas’ mountain lake, still following near 
Till high Kailasa’s peaks, thy journey’s end, appear 
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XL 

Now wjlb one bncf ndieu one I'ut cmLnce 
Turn from this steep tlimc nncicnt fnend nwa) 
^Vhero Hamn s blessed feet ooco left their trace 
Though his hot tears will mourn Ih^ shortcnwl sU) 
\ct ere the message of m) 1o\c I 
Hear the long joumo) mark each pKce of rest 
W here thou wilt fain with weirj wings dclaj 
To gather strength upon some mountam crest 
Or dnah exhausted from some gcotle nrers breast 


xti 

Quick from this mountain moist with \cnlurr nse 
And turn Ukv northward m thy lofty Oight 
The nymphs of air with eager upturned ejes 
Shall look on the in wonder and delight 
And deem Botne hill rent from the mountain height 
Rides ou the furious blast Tlicn sad with shame 
The warder elephants whose peerless might 
Upholds the world shall mourn their vanislit fame 
And far surpast by thee renounce their ancient cl nm 
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MIL 

Then steering cast, \on glorious gems lliat I'lciul 
'J'hen hglit and 'ihado in Inclra’s heaven!} hovv' 

To til} (lark ground a softciud hglit slnll lend, 

And ninko thee glorious v ith a borrowed glow , 

As the gay sjilendouis of the peacock tliiow 
jSrw beauty, round the )Outhfiil Krishna spioad 
Then to the jikiins of fruitful Mala go 
W hose biight-oyed maids, with fond looks upward sped, 
Sliall bless thou bounteous friend slow sailing overhead 


XIV 

Thence noilhward speeding, with a lighter course, 
Turn to the west, and, floating downward, seek, 

A pleasant sheltei to iccruit thy foice, 
d'he shady summits of the Mango Peak 
He w'lll lelievc thee travel-worn and weak , 

Thy timely aid that oft has quencht the flame 
That burnt his trees will m thy favour speak 
F 1 lendship’s sweet debt not e’en the base disclaim. 


' The rambow 
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And f\r from noWc souls be such disgrace 4nd Inmc.* 


x\ 

^hen tb^ dark glory rests abosc tbc gold 

Of fruit and green of Iwtiglis that wa\c around 

The mauls of Ilca>cn >\»Ui nplure shall lichoUl 

Iscw bcautj stcaluig ocr tlie summit, crouned 

As with the tresses of a woman bound 

Upon ber fair head as a diadcnu 

And the bright mountain fi\rcl(ing from llic ground 

Like Uie full hrexst of Earth shall n\is!i them 

When thou dark Cloud art there that bosom s bud nod gem 


xti 

If worn and weary with th% lengthening wa\ 

1 Tl«nnt lb yeWeatlj t cuel ill pyn "jne ttnl^Qull/ 

!ll«d im U n 8 mevritcr* lav l veatMlllem kiU c ry a U attri 
1/ I « d they b • Wen lepriv <1 by oil n f tl e c i i ij irto f ) i 

I nity Am tl excellence* 1 ni It tl to sntlit 1 la. Wi W j 
jttrt c laru**! nd l(i r »re tnx j f tfa* Turopean r 1 ta i fn 1 vrj a 
ecsreely lioagioo til I tl e n t e {tie coo try ever benrd (n Un nUtnetit 
To ill ro *nd to alt 1 tniclnm on tl 1 ad tf e ve v e {* * ( t { eU y 
reply nd lb t o d ubt t iw le r m y rem In I ail I tl 1 1 r I trai 1 tion 
ct tl ongm 1 imuge b n »1 w m wt ! fn t I eo *■ i I ini f f 

»*»i Uuc » 11 « t tuni away 1 1 /aee i ciadrUn ffn klidiej 
b w tber { re al ouU the ex Itcd act tUia! If I! W iia< v 
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The famous lull of Chitrakuta’ woos 
Thy fneudly presence for awhile to stny , 

There, as the giateful rest thy strength rcncivs. 
Do not, foi pity, gentle Cloud, refuse 
To soothe his burning heat ivith thy soft rain 
Sweet ineicy, 'isaterecl with the kindlj dews 
Of viituo, IS a seed no'ei sown in \ain 
Soon will the geueious act its woitliy fruit obtain 


XVI r 

Lingei an hour, then, launching lightly foith, 

Leive the dark glade>> which Wood-nymphs wander o’ei 
Pursue thine any jouiney to the noiih 
With pinions swiftei foi thy minisht sLme 
Soon ovei Vindliya’s mountains wilt thou soai. 

And lleva’s iippling stream whose wateis glide 
Beneath their feet, without thou lush and loai, 

In niau}’^ a lock-baiicd channel, suinmoi-dned. 

Like lines of paint that deck an elejihant’s huge side 

’ “ The moimtam here mentionetl mnst be in the vicinity of Onierkun- 
tnk, and jnrb of the same range the name signifies, “the aanegated or 
wonderful peak,’ and is applied to a ’lumber of hills the most famous hill of 
tills name IS situated 111 Biindelkiind H 11 ViisOiN 
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Ilerc wlicrc the n»r is licasj SMtU the scent 

Of elephants that roam along the nil 

From the fair stream restore thj treasures spent 

In trrvscl and tin wasted bosom fjU 

Lest the rude wind drnc thee about at \m1! 

To cheer thy waj each hud fihall loschcr grow 
And fragrant jasmine he more fragrant still 
The Imming woods waft odours from l>clo\\ 

And clear toned birds dcbgbt tbj onwanl path to show 


\i\ 

Each Sjlph shall watch thee with obser\ant c^03 
And mark the Ram birds eager for the ram 
Flocking to meet thee from tho distant skies. 

Ihcn he will count m ever lengthening chain 
Mounting from fen and field crane after crane 
And when tliy \ oicc of thunder loud and clear 
Proclaims thee nigh to his fond breast will stnm 
Ills darling mingling with each his.s a tear 
lhawn from his luppj cjts by loves unreasoning^ bar 
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XX 

All me ' in vam, raid lovely scenes, like those, 

I bid ray fnendly messenger he fleet , 

Will not each mountain woo thee to leposc 
Where wild woods murmur and the flowers aie sweet? 
Will not the peacock, as he turns to greet 
Thy coming with love-heaming eye, prevail ? 

W’lll not his tender looks my hopes defeat? 

With too successful blandishment assail 

Th} yielding lieait, and cause thj pionused tiuth to fail? 


XXI 

On, on, my herald ' as thou sailest nigh, 

A green of richei glorv*^ will invest 
Dasarna’s gioves where the pale leaf is dry 
There shall the swans awhile then pimons rest 
Then the Rose-apple, in full beauty diest, 

Shall show her fruit , then shall the crane prepare. 
Warned of the coming rain, to build hei nest. 

And magy a tender spray shall rudely tear 
From the old village tiee, the peasants’ sacred care. 
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But Test uot ^et tUy steady course pursue 

And a town foremost on the tolls of fame 

■\idisa‘ seat of kings wiU chaim th\ \iew 

And bless thee far abo\c thv fondest ami 

W here VetraFati 1 ke au amorous dame 

With arclnng bnws her ripphng waves will show 

And with each wmiung art thy love will claim 

BoslaiiDg thee with tlie melodious ^ow 

Of streams tl at kiss the hank mui muring soft and low 

XXIll 

lhenc«* to a lowlier lull direct thy flight 
And for a moment on its crest descend 
Thy touch its faint Kadambas shall delight 
And through each spra) new life and rapture send 
That bud and blossom shall with joy distend 
These are the groves where youthful lovers meet 
iheir gold bought beauties whose rich perfumes blend 
With the wild flowers till every dark retreat 
Is loaded with the scent that fills the rocky seat 

•\jdj appears t b the mod m Bl ilw m the pr n eofJJalra 



18 G 


Tnn MrssrKonn croup 


x\iv 

Rise '\\ith ncu Mgotii itj tliy %\ings aiul look 
Upon the fainting ]nsinine-hii(ls that pine 
Along the paiclit hank of the mountnin brook 
To their mute pm} or in pit}ing lo\e incline, 

Anil ^\atc^ them ^\lth thoac ^ucct drops of thine, 
Shading aAvhile the heat-drop-bcaded face 
Of the young flower-giil as she hastes to Uviiic 
Hei fiagiant ^\roath, too languid to replace 
The diooping lotns-bud she culled her car to giaco 


x\v 

Heio bend a little fiom thy stiaight career, 

And though thou speedest on to noithcin skies, 

Turil and behold a wondrous sight, for neai 
Thy path Oujem’s' impel lal domes arise 
Shouldst thou not see hei women’s glorious eyes. 

That flash to love or kindle to disdain 

111 file that with the lightning’s splendour vies 

' “ Ujjaj 1111, or the modern Oujein, is supposed to have been the rest 
clenoe of our poet, ind the capital of Lis celebrated patron, Vikramadityi 
It Ins been a place of great note, from the earliest periods of Hindu tradition 
down to the piasent di} ” H H Wilson 
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Those lool^ tijat bind the heart as with a clnm— 
Thy birth has been for naught thy life is all iii Nam 

XXVI 

Now from tho level of thmo airy road 
Glide gently down and amorously sink 
Upon Nirvmdhyaa breast who long has glowed 
With love of thee there cling and kiw and drink. 
She with the wild swans clamorous on her brink 
And their white wings around her for a zone 
From thy soft pressure will not coyly shrink 
Her trembling wavelets will her rapture ow n 
And testify her love by every gesture shown 

XXVII 

Sail on refresht dear envoy noribrget 
To look with pity upon Sindu pale 
With sere leaves shaken o er the nvufct 
From her own trees by thehot summer gale 
For her sad shrunken w alers wclnigh fail 
Thin as the length of Inir which women braid 
When their dear husbands absence they bewail 



188 


THE MESSENGER CLOUD 


O, pity lier, tliou gentle Clo\id, and aid 

The longing of her love by each fond look bctiayed. 


XXVIII 

Near thee a bright impenal city stands, 

The blest Avanti or Visala,' pride ' 

Of all the earth , famed for its minstrel band 
W ho with the magic of their verse have vied 
To spread the tender story far and wide 
Of King TJdayana * a glonous town, 
Brought, by the happy Saints unsatisfied 
"With all that Paradise can offer, down. 


SynonyjjiB of Oujem 


* “Pradyota was a sovereign of Oujein, who bad a daughter named Vasa- 
vadatta wbom he intended to bestow in marriage upon a King of the name 
of Sanjaya Id the meantime the princess sees the figure of Vatsaraja (or 
Udayaua) in a dre im, and becomes enunoured of him She contiives to inform 
him of her love, and he carries her off fiom her father and his rival ” Wilson 

Vasavadatta has been edited and elegantlj epitomived in English by Db 
Fit2edward Hall 
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To be tbcir bcssl reward llicir Milues worthiest crown 
xxtx. 

The sweet soft zfphvr laden with the scent 
Which every lotus opening to the air 
Of morning from its nfled stores hns lent 
Plaja wooingly around the too<;cncd hmr 
Ami fevered check of every hdy there , 

Then as it blows o cr Sipra,* fresh and strong 
Bids all the swans upon her banks prepare 
lo hail the sunrise with their sweetest song 
Ami loves with its own voice the music to prolong 

i BuldttuUtta U («li U; U nolutli e »» rnl minor of 

I api oMs tm'iri'' t wl ich u tl enj { Irnin ■ 8* or in ( ct I 

A M httam-ul n fniudi e Th« d« re« t dureVioQ { Uj plouare* of ihh 
{>md 86 Are pr \ t one^l to tV mer te t tb se »dm Itrd to ib od ** tb / 
wl 0 have eaj jed U le 1 region of Swiu^a but wboes eirtuA i« exh8U<t«d 
re uit t! e b bcL t n of mortnla. Tbe cue now alludeil to Mem< boweee 
to b« ou ethmg d IT rent f oin that • deecrbedbj Sir NVilliaia Jonea Jb 
Appear* b;r tbe cxpl ati n of tt ContmenUtory tb»b tb exb uated pi aaum* 
«1 Swarga had p ored > t ifbci t for U « re o peate of c rtain arts of a la 
te ty wb eh howe er were nob n b a to went final emanupation U • 
dt me per« n ha<i th ref «to eeb U whe e for tbe bel nee of Ibeii- n 
■wad all for U tpipoe U y ret med to T rtb b »ng » g with U*bi tlo 
farrsipoti i f Swarga. i wbicb tl y coat nurd to lire in tl diaciarg f 
{ « 1 ft M t II tl wL le aceou it wm a^lti «! t d t) t b»r t d tpir U we 

A i n te i will il grt t aif m 4 pnme al easeoce. The portjoa of 
8 g tU b VI bt to E. Tib was tl c ly A antj who« aupe lor « nctity 
anddi iQ« pri d gee are h re altui dto.utd thua explained by tb poet. II 
H VViwOT 

* The nier oo which Ot jem alaods 



100 


THE MESSENGER CLOUH 


XXX, 

Rest on these flower sweet terraces, and feel. 

From open casements where the women braid 
Their long, soft locks, delicious odour steal 
Look on the pohsht marble where the maid 
Her small foot, blushing with the dye, has laid , 
There will the peacock with a joyous dance 
Spring forth to greet thee from the Mango's shade. 
And had his dear friend -with a loving glance 
O, rest in this sweet spot, nor lose this blessed chance 

XXXI 

Etence to the temple of the mighty Lord 
Whom Chandi' loves and all the worlds levere , 
There for a moment shalt 'thou be adored 
By those who serve him, when thy hues appear 
Like Siva’s neck,® as though their God were near. 
Then through the garden pleasant gales shall stray 
Fi om Gandhavati’s fountain, crystal-clear, 

* A name of tlie consort of Siva 

N 

- “ But Siv-i those deotroj ing streams 
Drank uj) at Iliabmas Iieck 
Still in thy thro it the daik flood gleams, 

God of the A^uie Neck ” 
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Bearing tho i.ccnt of lotus blooms away 
Shaken by lovely girls who m tho water play 

XXXII 

Stay till the hour of evening worship comes , 

Stay while tho Day God Ungers m the sky 
Then with low thuudenngs for the call of drum'? 

Win precious guerdon from the Lord Most High 
Each dancing girl with rapture beaming eye 
Shall thank thee as thy soft drops cool the ground 
While her faint liands tho joviellcd cliOMncs’ ply 
And as she moves her languid feet around 
Her slender waist tho chimes of tinkling silver sound. 

XXXIII 

When tho thick shadows of dark midnight fall 

Blinding the maidens in the royal street, 

Who fain would fly where love and rapture call 

O let thy flashes guide their emng feet 

And lead them safely till their loves they meot 

> A bnish m d of peacock s feathers, o the tail of the yak. It ts used 
a f or to whisk if flies and oih r i sects and this piece of attent n 
is paid by Hi due to the figures of their Qod< 
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But check thy lain and still thy thunder, lest 

Their terrors foice the maidens to retreat 

Then ivith thy lightning bride, play-weaned, rest 

Where sleeps, high up the tower, the white dove in her nest 

3vXXIV 

Thence, with the rising sun, thy comse pursue. 

For loving envo}s ever shun delay , 

But hide him not, when mounting, from the view. 

For the f<ilse lover comes with coming day 
To the poor weeping girl, to kiss away 
The water fiom her ejes So comes the sun 
To cheei the lilies with Ins amorous ray. 

And kiss their drooping heads, till, one by one, 

Ihey dry the dewy diops that down their petals run 

XXXV 

Then will thy shadow for a moment sleep 
On the white bosom of Garabhira’s stream, ’ 

' “ This river, and the Gandhavati m the vicinity of the temple of Siva, 
which lately occurred, are prooably amongst the numeious ind (now) nameless 
brooks with which the province of Malwa abounds ” H H 'VViLSO> 
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And thy dear image in her crystal deep 
Blend Tvilh the fancies of her mmden dream 
Then will she wake to win tlioc nilh the gleam 
Of finny darters for the loro of ejea. 

Steel not thy heart against her lose not deem 
Her lihcs Bmilo hut to allure the prize 
0 yield thee to her prayer O yield thee and be wuc 

Ah jes I I see thee m her loving arms— 

Tliose feathery branches of the tall bamboo— 

And spread beneath thee are her yielded charms 

And her smooth sides uncovered to the view 

How could such loveliness unheeded wooT 

Who could resist Iicr sofllj pleading smile 

With heart all cold and dead if c cr he knew 

Vi hat joj it IS to kiss each breast jiho isle I 

Who who would turn awaj nor linger there awhile I 

\XX\II 

Charged with the odours of the wakened earth 
W horn thy fresh ram has left bo pure and gaj 
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The wind of early morning, wild with mirth, 

Amid the branches of the grove shall stray 
And woo each tendril to responsive play 
Then waft thee on to Devagin’s height, 

Charming the ear with music on the way. 

Where languid elephants shall stay his flight 

And drink his balmy breath vith wonder and delight 

xxxvni 

There gleams the temple, loved and honoured most 
By Skanda, Lord of War , w'bo, at the head 
Of the bright legions of the heavenly host. 

Embattled Gods to arms and conquest led * 

A w'ondrous Child, in flames of glory bred 
0, crown the slayer of his demon foes ' 

Turn to a cloud of living flowers, and shed 
O’er hit, young brows the lily and the rose 
Bathed in the lucid stream through heavenly realms that flows 

XXXIX 

Send forth thy thunder, till the glorious voice. 

By rocky dell and cavern multiplied, 

Bidding the peacock in the shade rejoice. 
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Calls lum lo dinee nlong tbo mountftm s sido 
llajcstic bjnl Skan(H lo\cs to rule ' 
horn Skanda s mollier holds so wondrous dear 
That ^^hcn his moulted plumes m all their pndo 
Of Rtarrj radiinc'* fall and glitter near 
She lifts them from the ground to grace her ro} al car ] 

Th) homage reuderod to the ^\ amor Gotl 
\\ hose infant stops amid the thickets siraj ed 
W here the reeds wa\ c o\ er the holj sod 
Speed on but let thy course auhilc be siatti 
Till meet obeisance to that stream bo made 
That sprang m olden tune from sacred goro 
Of hecatombs by Ranlidcan paid * 

' SVfvntL r I a t V j* 11 e n r C(h 1 tK>n to destroy I le I moi T{u-\« 
IS repre^ nted mount d t n pcicock. 

> Si ing Jron' Wood fconlleMoscn li 1 Tl e saenree of tlio 
horse or of lb cow ppcars to La o been c n i jj t1 1 t i 1 f 
tbe Hi 1 J r t 1 It bi- b «n c etl tl i tl e enfeo j t r 1 b t 

type! snltbttb f rm f wet fici g oi ly s a j r( t I tt i ti; 

after wh cb It was t t llerty lb txt (tli p s. io\ u n 
t vourabl to ucl an t n as t) e m Urt il f tl o blo,«t f U « Lino 
into an er ertainly impl es that IIhkIws IIT 1 XL pr i i f n 
onginal 1 terally r nd red is pri f tn «be W 1 ( tb lull f 

S bb tb t is kino Sural 1 1 W g a cel brat I cow j r 1 1 t tl 

ch mmgof the oce n anlfmelfo lining t Ur otar bat c tl 
slesre*! D ghter of S iral 1 1 i an cxirvssion of c n lavn ecu i i 
todntctbccw H H Miuos 
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And tluougU the lands hei author’s glory bore 
Enshrined uithin her to .spread for cvcimoro 

XI I 

In fcai, each inui'^trcl of the he.a\cnly quire 
Shall '!ce thee ^toop tho-^o watery stous to dianq 
And fl} thee trembling lest his d.uhng hre 
Be lobbcd of music b} th} threatened rain 
Then fioni his airy watch-tower will he stiaiii 
His eagci C3es the wondrous sight to view, 

As thy large lucid drops, m many a chain, 

Hang then long pendants o’er thy borrowed blue, 

A string of peails that show' the sapphire gloaming through 

XLII 

That liver past, to Da^apuia %, 

And with the shadow of thy coming rouse 
The beauties of the city till each eye 
Glances its welcome till each maid and spouse, 

Beneath the delicate bending of hei hiow’s, 

Shows hei daik pupil flashing wild with glee 
In hei puic pcaily cj^e-ball, and allows 



Tilt MtSStSOtft LtOUT) lOi 

Sliort glimpses of t sight w? fair to see 
As a while jasmincsbuil where sits ibo black wild bee 


\Illl 

Then spcciling oo to Bnlimai aitta s hml 
iIo\cr above the Kurus fatal field’ 

Rich with the blood of many a slawgblcrcd band 

R here the proud banner wa\cd the war>er} pealcil 

Where tlie sword smote upon iho helm and shield 

Wlien godhko Arjuna* niih arrow) Inil 

Laid low the heads of kings wlio scorned to )icld 

As IS hen the arrows of thy sleet assail 

The golden lilies heads and strew them dow n the \ ale 


' Kuru Kthetn tli Ft Id f tb* Kurm I U sc ne cvl ll tel bunted 
balU between tbem »nd tb fsnd «1 1 b f troi tb tubject f Ibe il b 
bb&ratSs It lies a 1 ttle to U t uth cut t Tb n snr sn 1 ts st 11 a pi ce { 
tkoU wid pilgrimsg It 1 not t»r fr m T ni|>ut U test f nn t\ r c 1 bnt 
ed eng g ment, that betw n tl asserobled I nnew o( Hin 1 sUn a 1 U 
comb ned strength of U e It rbattaa Tb a j». tt f tl country in le 1 \ 
senffog’ few* obsticJes ii? t J in<rr«JitfBt ^ Isrgosmie hastet erypcncklof 
tbo bi tory of H nduatau b ca tl e theatre of uulculi n II II W lia v 
• Arjunwaalb find ndpupl (Krtlna ultl tUrd I tl pan 
davaPnnee II bas been long a o introdu e 1 1 Cu opeanr aders jx 1 
ly m S r Cfaarlt W Ik n s ble tra bti n f tl Bbagavad O U » J 
appears m tbo opemug of that ixicni m a Tery amubla 1 ght H H W iisoi 
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xi.iv 

3So\v to Saiaswati, * \\hosc %\atcis loll 
Be^iile tb} p.itli, A\it1i <luc rc'jpcct dr.i-w near, 

Aud let hci cleansing \sa\c rcficsli tlij soul 

■\\"lien Ealarama, * filled witli noble foai 

OC kindled slaugbtei, could no longer cbcci 

His souowiiig spnit ivitb tbe spirklmg wine, 

'I'liougb, mirroicd in tbe cup, tbe 0 }cs most dear 

Ol bi^ oun Ee\ati uoic wont to sbinc, 

lie sougbt tins limpid flood and iii.idc tbe 'spot divine 


XIV 

On to the place wbere infant Ganga leaps 

Eioin tbe daik woods that belt tbe ilountains’ King, 

Hulling bci toiicnt down tbe lugged steeps 

’ “Tlie Sanfiwiti, or ia it is corruptlj cinerl, the Sursooty, fslla from 
ill* f-mulicrn portion of the Hitiuh^^a immutnim, and mna into the great 
duLi t, wliere it is lost lu its muds It llowrf a little to the north west o£ 
Km 11 ! tthtiia, and though nithei out of tlo line of the c’oud s progress not 
s ilhcicntlj so to prevent the intiodnctioii into tho poem of a stie im £0 cele 
biv.ttd and 80 hol^ ’’ H H AVitseis 

- “We have here the reason vvhj the waters of the Saraswati are objects 
of leligious veiieiation Balnrama, the elder hiothei of Kribhiii, lefuscd to 
tikt mj part in the warfare between the Kurus and the Paiidns, and iftiied 
into volnnutiy aeelusion filled withgiief at the uatui-e of theeoute^t” 11. 
11 W ll^ON 
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Jhcise hoU wateis i tUo sjj,cs 1111^ 

Jo Sdj,ai s clulJren Lhsa and hca\en could bring 

f resli from Iiei nativ e sky a sportive tnaid 

Ou Siva s awful head she dared to cling 

And with the lajghter of her foam repaid 

liis consort 8 jealous froirn as with his hair she played * 
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XLVI 

Drink, for the flood is living crystol , drink, 

For the warm gale thy weary wings has diied * 

Come, gently bend thee o’ci her rocky brink 
And tint her waves with azure as they glide 
So when dark Jumna’s tributar}* tide 
With kissing waves to blend with Ganga flows, 

The mightier waters beautifully dyed 
With borrowed azuic to the sun disclose, 

Mixt with then pearly light, the sapphire’s daikci glows 

XLVII 

See ' the proud patent of this heavenly child 

Woos thee to rest upon his bieozy lieight, 

Where herds of musk-deei, as they wandei wild, 

Enrich ivith odour eveiy crag Alight, 

And, coucht upon the summit robed in white, 

Enhance his snowy beauty, as one speck 

Of sable shows more gloiiously bnght 

The skin of Siva’s Bull, ’ and serves to deck 

The whiteness of his flank, the splendour of his neck 

' The animal on which Siva loves to nde, always represented of a milk- 
white colour 
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Harl» « the gales whistling through the woods of pine 
Urging to madness all the btnming boughs 
That twist and chafe and bend and intertwine 
The latent flame to wildest fury rouse 
Singeing the long hair of the mountam cows 
Quick ram a thousand torrents on the crest 
Of the kind hill and cool his burning brows 
Witb wealth of water thou art richly blest 
And fortunes sweetest fruit is aiding friends diHrest 


\LIX 

Should Grjphon hosts by mad presumption led 
Vest by thy thunder mount the re dm of an 
To nde thee down beneath their impious tread 
Laugh with thy ram to see them baffled there 
And with the dashing of thy hail stones scare 
Thy scattered foes So let them Icam how ^ am 
Is the wild enterprise they fain would dare 
That the fond strivings of ambition gam 
No guerdon but disgrace no recompense but puu 
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I. 

But stoop a little fioin tliy priJc of jd.icc 
'With circling motion rcveirntiy slow 
Around the roch where pilgrims still may trace 
'J’lie foot of Mahadeva,' softl> go 
M'licie saintly breads with lapt devotion glow , 

There holy hands the f’ames of wordnp feed , 

Theie His good seivants, saved from sin and woe, 

I’roni the sore weight of earthly life are freed, 

Join His own heavenly ba,nd and gam a priceless meed 


Ll 

Hast thou no voice to laud Him ? Be not dumb y 
But let thy thunder lound the cavcined hill 
Pioclaiin His glory like a mightier dium 
The gales with melody each lecd shall hll 
The maidens of the sky, whose bosoms tliiih 
"With holy rapture, shall lejoice and sing , 

And all shall swell the glorious conceit till 
Valley and mountain, eaith and air shall ring 
Hailing with jubilant hymns the gicit victoiious King 
' Tlxp ‘ Great God,' Si^ \ 
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tii 

Skirting ttie mansion of ctornal snovrs 
Compress thy form and winding round explore 
Wliere Kraunclia s parlc«l rocks a pass disclose 
Traversed V>y swans— tUosc rocks tUat burst before 
The might of Rama‘ and the axe he bore 
Then show like Vishnu s darksome foot whose tread 
Heasured the sky and earth s broad bosom o er 
When Bah with his proud heart Blled with dread 
Confessed the Saviour God and bowed his impious head * 

1 The Ecsunelui ptua u u d tob*« beeo uuJ hyPamunnu or n&ma 
with the &x aa i cenuUoa o( \ uh u 

* The etory of lUl od th Tsman o dweri Av t&r wu fint toll 
8 nn ret, an I has n e been freqti otij repe W. A the former le food 
spec men f the stfle lo ivhi h Hindu lege ds we e n rrsted b; E rop n 
travell r m the lut century it m y be b re ns rted. The fifth { cam t on 
was in a Bram n dw f und the nacneol Vamen twaswro ght to restrain 
th pnde of th giant Bely The latte site h \ing tonqneted the god 
pelled th m from So goo L was g ne oua true to bis word compassio 1 
aud chsnUbl Vich nou u de th form of a very 1 ttle Bramin p e« nt^d 
h msell before him wh le 1 e w s aacnfi og ud asked h m for th ee paces of 
land to build a hut B ly nd culed tb pparent imbecU ty of the dwarf m 
telling him that h ought not to I m t h d mand to a bequ t s tnfl g -» 
that his gene outy uld be tow a m oh 1 g donation of land. V to a an 
Bwered that being of small a stature wbatb eked was more than sufBc t. 
The pnnee immediately granted bar quest and to ntify hi donati n 
poured wate mto his n ht hand which was no sooner d ne than the dwarf 
grew so prodigi usly that hu body filled th n r ns I He measured the earth 
w th epaoe andthehesT with an tb r and then ummonedB lytogi e 
him Ills w rdtorti third The pnnee then recognised Vicbenou ado d him 
and p esented his head to him but the god, satisfied w th his s bmie n sent 
h m to goTem th pandalon and permitted him to return erery y ar to tl n 
earth the day of the full moon in themontb of Hotember H H Mil 
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I HI 

Kou ^onimg tipu.ird, on Knilns’s crost, 

That lends i(s rnuror fo cicIj iieavenl} ninid, 

Linger a little as an honoured guc-^t, 

And let thine air} pilgrimage be i>{aid 

Once that high mountain shook and was afraid, 

Ijoosened b} Ka\an, Lord of Lanka’s isle, 

Now clcaMng hca\cn, to all the lands displayed. 

The white peaks of the Id} -radiant pile 

Flash on the world below, like Siva’s glorious smile. 

i.n 

I see the summits of the lull, tliat shine 
Like new-cut uory so purely white, 

Olcnm with ficsh lustre as that form of thine 
Descends upon them, and thy tint of night 
Tips with a sable pall the snowy height 
So Balarama’s limbs of silvery hue 
Show fairer in their pin pie livery diglit , 

So from his chest and aims exposed to view 
The heightened sheen beneath sets off the raiment too ' 
* He 18 represented of a Tvbite colour clotlied in a dark blue vest 
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tv 

High fate is thine should sportive Gann ’ hst 
In those sweet moments ero tlie close of day — 

Untied the serpent bracelet from the wnst — 

Hand lockt in hand mth S«ra there to stray 
Come aid with easy steps their upward way 
Thy stores of ram withm thy breast tonbnt. 

And let the heavenly pair debgbtcd lay 

The blessing of tbeir feet on stairs that shine 

With gold caught from the sun ruby and alraandme 

tvi 

Then will celestial maids with laugh and shout 
Open their lovely arms thy form to seize 
And o er their tresses force thy waters out 
Which the hghl touch of kmdred diamond* frees 
But should too long restraint thy soul displease 
Send forth the thunder of thy voice and they 

‘ One of tbe names of Sirsc consort. 

’ The dumood tod thunderbolt nccordies ^ ^ iileaSv are of one 
substsnee and sre called bf the esoie name As the fall of Ih thanderboU 
IS usuaU; f Hewed bj mo sod may thus be considered u its ouse the 
propioqiuty^aadtho rautoal fnctioa of tbesaaie substance upon the imsts 
of our young ladies Is, lo like maQaer supposed to occasion the dispersion of 
the doid tressuxes of the Cloud U E WiLsOv 
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Fleeter tlirougli toiror tlian tlic western breeze, 

Will fly tlicc, e’en in their delicious play, 

And seek their distant home in wonder and dismay. 

LVir. 

Near is the goal, yet, ere thy course be run. 

One sweet fresh draught of limpid water take 
Wlicrc golden lilies opening to the sun 
Stud the broad bosom of the Manas lake 
Deign for awhile a friendly shade to make 
For Indra’s elephant, and, floating through. 

With the soft fanning of thy pinions shake 

The Heavenly Tree, and all her blooms renew 

With the young morning’s breath embalmed with silver dew. 

LViir 

There, by the mountain claspt in loving aims, 

Alaka, City of the Blessed, lies 

Her bright feet bathed by Ganga’s flood, she charms 

With marvellous beauty e’en immortal eyes 

* A celebrated lake in the centre of the Himalayas “ “We here take- 
leave of the geographical part of the poem, which is highly creditable to 
Kalidasa’s accuracy, and now come to the region of unmiied fable, the resi- 
dence of Kuvtra and his demigods " H H WiLSOH. 
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Thou loo free rover shalt her bciul) prize 
Anil often wander to mine own dear town 
Nor sliill sweet Ahka thy Jo\c dcapiJ»c 
But proudl j w car upon her domes* a crow n 
Of the pure drops of pearl thou pourcst softly down 

I IX 

And she has charms which naught but thmc cactls 
Hi^,h M Ihjsolf licr tur) Iwrrcls soar 
And from her gilded palaces tlierc swells 
The voice of drums loud os Ihv tliimdcr s roar 
Thy pearls arc mockt by many ajcwtllcd floor 
Come with the glories of thy bow compare 
The vaned tints on arch and corridor 
And for thj lightning in the midnight air 
Look in her in udens eje and own v nv d tlicr'’ 

LX 

TJnmatcht is she for lovely girls who learn 
To choose the flowers that suit them l>c t and bring 
The varied treasures of each month in turn 
To aid those charms which need no heightening 
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The Amaranth, bnght glory of the spring , 

The Lotus, gathered fiom the summer flood , 

Acacias, taught aiound then bro^\s to cling , 

The Jasmine's fragrant white, their locks to stud ; 

And, bursting at thy ram, the young Kadamba-bud 

L\I 

0 beauties, worthy of that beauteous place. 

That sweetest city which I know so well, 

"Where mine own brethren of ethenal race, 

Blest w'lth the love of those fair angels, dwell 
In homes too beautiful for tongue to tell ' 

Those homes by night a starry radiance fills. 

Shot from the jewelled floors where breathes the smell 
Of roses, and while melting music thrills. 

They quaff the precious wine the Heavenly Tree distils 

LXII 

The tell-tale sunbeam of the morning, thrown 
Upon the path each roving beauty chose, 

Balls on some faded flower, some loosened zone, 

A withered lotus or a dying rose. 
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Or bracelet which her haste forgot to close 
Here a dropt diadem of oneut pearl 
The fond impatience of its mistress shows 
And here the jasmine bud that dccki the curl 
Lying upon the grass betrajs tbcjimorous girl 

LXIII 

There the coy nymph too eagerly embraced 
By some young lover whom the night makes bold 
Slips from the arm that stealing round her wai^t 
Has forced her shnnkiog from its amorous hold 
Her ruffled robe o\ er her breast to fold 
Then armed with fragrant powder she will turn 
Where on high pedestals of gems and gold 
Bright torches wth too clear a radiance hum 
To hide the tnumph of the love she will not spura 

LXIV 

There dnven by the ever moving gale 
The clouds thy brethren in an endless tram 
Around each palace of the city sail 
Now easy access to the halls they gain 
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And mar the painter’s art with dewy stain. 

But when the traces of their steps they see 
They fear within those chambers to remain. 

In wreathing clouds of incense sock to floe, 

Glide through the lattice bars and onco moie wander free 

LXV 

Daik IS the sky behind thee, but, whene’er 
The light wind moves thy sombre veil away. 

Again the moon, most excellently fair. 

With naught the glory of the light to stay, 

Shines on each chamber with a loving ray. 

Where beauty, waking from her lapturous dream. 

Sees with delight the silver radiance play 
On hanging crystals' where thy dewdrops gleam. 

And feels through all her frame retuinmg vigoui stream 

LXVI 

Though Kama, tyrant of the soul, in awe 
Of Siva, foe to Love, Kuvera’s fiiend, 

’ “ The moon gem, whieh is b apposed to absorb the rays of the moon, and 
to emit them again in the form of pure and cool moisture " H H Witsos 
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ForbeaiB m Alaka bis bow to dnw ‘ 

Still mightier arms her merry maidenj. lend 
What bow so lovely as the brows they bend ? 

What archer s skill so perfect as the art 

Of those bewitching eyes that love to send 

The arrows of their glances forth and dart 

Ihose shafts that never fail hut pierce the lovers heart? 


LXVII 

Now close beneath thee thou wilt sec my home 
Where flashing forth the jewelled archway s glow 
North of my loid Kuveras rojal dome 
With hues of glory mocks the fleas enly bow 
There my love s flowers m dazzling beauty blow 
There in the midst the tall Haudara see 
Bending the burden of her branches low 
To touch her lady s hand no child might he 

• This all de to Ite f te b cli bef I the Hindu C pid upon his assail 
log Sit wh m at th desir of the gods be laflamed w tb th lov of P 
vati Siva n b vratb r due d the 1 ttl d ty to ashes by a flam from IL 
eye in bis for he d and Ithough be was subs qu ntly e t ed t i imati n 
he IS here uppo d to remain m d ead f buf naer enemy H H Wilsot 


* The Co al tr c Erythnda ludu-u 
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Nurtured nmUi tenderer care than that her darling tree.' 

LXVIII 

Theie girt with emciald step'i a bright lake gleams, 
Where the gold lotus fires the lily’s i\hitc . 

The swans that sail upon its siKer streams 
Shall hail thy coming with renewed delight, 

And love the cool waves better for the sight 
That bids them linger near the pleasant shore, 

Without a wish to seek in distant flight 
The mountain lake that seemed so dear before, 

That lovely mountain lake now scarce remembered more 

LXIX. 

Deckt with smooth sapphires, nsing from the fount, 

A sp6t beloved by my young bride of old, 

Sacred to rest and pleasure, stands a mount. 

Which a thick plantain-grove belts round with gold. 

E’en now, dark Cloud, as these sad eyes behold 
Thy sombre mass girt by thy lightning’s sheen, 

' “ If tho flowers had been her own children, she 
Conld neirer have nursed them more tenderly " ' 

The Sensitive Plant, 
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They see the spot of which my tongue has told 
Back to my soul comes fresh that {,lonou5 scene 
The plantains circling gold the hillock s velvet green 

LXX. 

Sweet clustering trailers and each fairest flower 
That charms the sense or captivates the ej e 
Give grace and odour to my lady s bov.er 
The bright Asoca and the Kesar vie 
For her caresses as my love walks by 
That asks the pressure of her fool ' and this 
Wild for the joy for Nvhich I vainly sigh 
With me aspiring seeks a higher bliss 
To touch those perfect lips with a long loving kiss 

LXXl 

See on a pedestal of crystal placed 

A golden column very tall and fair 

With richest gems like budding cane shoots graced 

Towers o et the waving trees and gleaming there 

1 I doubt not tb« floven ot tbut garden sweet 
Bejo ced in the sound ot lie g ntle feet. 

r*« Setuiliw PJonf 
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Tlic bill 0-11 cclvcd peacock drinks the evening air , 

And when my darling wanders foiib alone, 

He tries each ait to drive away her care, 

JDispieads his plumes and dances to the tone 
Of the melodious chime made b} hei tinkling 7 one 

LWII 

Led by these tokens thou wilt surely know 
The once bnght dwelling of my lo\ c and me, 

When om glad lives wore stiangeis }ct to woe 
But altered now that happy spot may be, 

Since the stem vengeance of my lord's decree 

Has torn me far from all I lov ed away 

The lotus glories in the sun, but he 

Leaves his sad darling at the close of day 

To mouin with folded blooms the light that made her gay 

JAXIII 

Gentl}’^ descending, on that hillock fall. 

Not in full glory lest that foiin of thine 
In all its splendour, all its might, appal 
My timid lady Let thy lightning shine 
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Like sportive firo-flics m n Hashing line 
And to tby fnondly c) cs my darling sbovr 
She stands vrithm her chamber most divmc 
Of all the works of God ^vith rosj glow 
or lips with teeth of pearl eyes of the Rtartlcd roe 

L-rxi\ 

0 sec her silent there my second life 
Like a poor lo\c bird mourning for her mate 
ily lonely weeping miserable wife 
Weeping at early mom at evening late 
With bitters tears her bamsht husband s fate 
Where hast thou seen a nymph so soft of mould 

50 tender loving and discoasohto ? 

51 Tc the sad lady s spirit dwelt of old 

In some frail lotus floi\ or that shrank from ram and cold 

utxv 

See on her hand her faded check reclines 
Long hanging tresses veil her drooping head 
Bedimmed with tears her eye no longer shines 
And the bright colour ^f her lip is flcfl 
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For dewy sighs have v/asbed away the red 
Like the cold moon is she, sad, feeble, pale. 

When o’ei its face thy pall, daik Cloud, is spiead, 
And all the silver beams, impiisoned, fail 
To penetrate the shioud, to pierce the sombre veil 

LXXVI 

Now as the sight of thee reneA\ s hei woe. 

She turns to sacrifice from hei wild eyes. 

That picture foith my form, new torrents flow, 

To see my moumful wasted image rise 
Then to her favourite bud she sadly cues 
‘Dost thou remember, pet, when thou wast fiee’ 
And IS the mate, with whom, fiom summer skies 
Down sailing, in tlie well-known roosting tiee 
’ flhras once thy lot to lest, still dearly loved by thee 

Lxxvir 

Oi she will touch her lute with careless giace, 

And with her low soft voice piepare to sing 

Some little ballad of mine ancient race 

But soon the tears that flow from memory’s spring 
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Mir ll»c sweet music of the silver *tnn{' 

Her thonjjhts TriU vamler fiom the clicnsht hi 
Hie notes of Inumph will no longer tmg 
Ami her melodious loicc viiU die owaj 
In some wild wading strain meet for the c\il ili> 

LXSMII 

Xlicn hraicl) struggling with her dirk despair 
Slie tiinis away and fondU immLcrs o cr 
Tlic faded garlands which her pious care 
Inmes cicr) month that comes above the door 
Counts to tho happy di) that will restore 
Her husband , and the thought so passing sweet 
Brings light and npturc to her eye once more 
Her bosom swells her pulse wildlj beat 
And fanc) hears the step of my reluming feel 

utxtx. 

1 hose cares by day assuage Hie mourner s gnef 
But Ah 1 the night brings only woo and pam , 
Be this the season for my love s relief 
Till then dear Cloud tby soothing >0100 restrain 
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And give tlnnc aid wlien otliei help is vain 
When all is dark and still float softly near 
The lattice of her chamber, and remain 
To breathe thy message in her sleepless car, 

And in the weary night m}’^ widowed darling cheer 


LXXX 

Then on her lonely couch, thin, anguish-worn, 
Watching and weeping still she sadly lies, 

Pale as the waning moon that flies the morn 
When first the sunbeams fire the eastern skies 
She slowly counts ’mid tears and deep-drawn sighs 
The long long weary hours that used to he 
Like moments, praying that the sun may use 
To chase the lingering night that wont to flee 
Like a quick flash of joy when it was past with me 

LXXXI 

But should my love her weary eyelids close. 

Lulled by sweet thoughts and many a hopeful sign, 
Let not thy thunder bieak her soft repose, 

Noi sudden hid hei wreathing arms untwine 
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Lest iti her dreams they should be clasping mine 
Still let such dreams her aching bosom bless 
1 hen 'when the sunbeams on her lattice shine 
With thy deep sounding words the dame address 
And thus my longing love and tender hope express 

LXXXtl 

0 lonely mourner from thy lord 1 speed 
And to his distant home fond greetings bear 
Tis mine the exile s weary steps to lead 
In safety back to soothe his bnde s despair 
Tis mine with thunder tolling through the air 
To wake the sigh for all he left behind 
The well loved cot and wife still weeping there 
And urge his trembling Ungers to unbind 
The mourner s braid of hair for his long absence twined 

TXXTTII 

Thy faithful lord on Rama s wood-crowned hilL 
Mourns the sad lot that severs him from thee 
And in fond fan(^ he is with thee still 
Though far away by hostile fate s decree 
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Wasted with woe, he seems thy form to see 
Worn, like his own, with tears that ever roll 
Fiom orbs that with his weeping eyes agree . 

He feels the longing of thy kindred soul. 

And counts thy sighs in those his breast can ne’er control 

T XXXIV 

He bids me now his loving message speak. 

For far is he from all he holds most dear , 

But 0, what joy, might he but touch thy cheek 
And softly whisper thus into thine ear 
* 0 peerless creature, m my pnson here 
Signs of thy beauty meet me every hour . 

I see the graces of thy foim appear 

Faintly reflected in each fairest flower 

That twines her tender shoots around my lonely bower 

TXXXV. 

When from my path the startled roedeer run, 

Their eyes, sweet love, thy gentle glance recall 
The peacock’s glories, gleaming m the sun. 

Show like thy tresses glittering as they fall 



THE MESSENGER CLOUD 


I see llimc arching cj chrow in the small 
Kipplc upon the broolv the moon Ah me ’ 

Brings hack thy pure pale check in these m all 
The fairest sights that nature Ixiasts I see 
Faint emblems of the charms that meet m none but 

LXXXVX 

Oft my loTC-guided hand essays to paint 
Thy portrait on the rock with mineral dyes » 

And soon as fancy fondly secs a faint 

Rcsemhlancc of thy well loved face ansc 

I fall upon tho ground with eager cncs 

Of transport but e cn here an envious veil 

Fate mterposcs and the vision flics 

Gone is the form I wildly thought to hail 

And dim with blinding tears my loving glances fail 

LTXXVH 

The spmts of the grove believe me weep 
As I he tossing on my lonely bed 
Their pearly tears steal gently down and steep 
The green leaves that o ercanopy my head 
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As, m a dream of thee, they watch me spicad 
My arms, enlacing in their eager strain 
Naught but the yielding aii of night instead 
Of that delicious form they would detain . 

Then sec me start and sigh and wake to woe again 

Lxxxviir 

A welcome herald from my darling comes 
The breeze that from the snowy mountain springs. 
Loaded with fragrance from the oozing gums 
Of pme-buds rifled by its balmy mngs 
To me It whispers such delicious things, 

For it may be its breath has fondly played 
Over my lady’s bosom, whence it brings 
Diviner fragrance, tenderly has laid 
A kiss upon her lips, and fanned her in the shade 


LX XXIX 

But yield not, love, to dark despair, nor think 
That changeless, never ending, is our doom. 

Or in the strife thy gentle soul will sink 
Some friendly stais the moonless night illume, 



TIIL MESSENOrr CWUD 


223 


Some flowers of liopo amid the desert bloom 
Life has no perfect good no endless ill 
No constant brightness no perpetual gloom 
But circling as a wheel and nc\er still 
Now down and now above oil must their fate fulfil 


xc 

Four months remain and when that ago is fled 
Then ends my banishment and all our pam 
When Vishnu nses from his serpent bed* 

Where lapt m sleep the Bow armed God has lam 
Thy lover speeds to home and thco ogam 
The moon of autumn with serener glow 
His silver inflacnce on our nights shall ram 
And our rapt souls with joy shall overflow 
More csqvnsilely sweet for all tcmemboTcd woe 

' Tbo urpeat coucb u the great male Ananta upoa wtueb Vubou or 
u b 1 here called tbe il Id r ot the borr Samga (the bora boff) eclines 
durmg four m ntlu from the 11th of Aabarb* to the 11th of Katiib or as tt 
has occurred m ISIS from the 21 do! June to the *’6th ot October The 
sleep of \ I hnu d nng the four months ot the pe odicoj rains m lIioduslaD 
eems lo bear n emblematical reUti n to that season Jt his b en com 
pared to the Egyptian bier glyphical acc uut f the leep of Ho us typical of 
the annual rerfiow of the Nil by the late Mr Paterson m hu ing mo s 
E 8 y on th Ongin of tho Hindu Rehgion Asiatic Researthcii vol siu 
H H ■\\lL80'< 
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XCI 

Once more I see thee, but no more alone. 

Thy senses steept m dews of slumber, he. 

With thy fond arms aiound thy husband thiown 
Thou startest weeping, and I ask thee why 
Thy soul IS tiouhled when thy lord is nigh 
‘ Tiaitor,’ thou sayest, as a smile and tear 
Plays on thy lip and ghstens m thine eye, 

‘ Faithless I saw thee in my dream appear, 
"Whispering tales of love into another’s ear ’ 


XCII 

' But, dark-eyed beauty, rest thou ever sure 
That, with a constancy that naught shall bend. 

Through woe and absence shall my faith endure 
To slanderous tales forbear thine ear to lend 
Store in thy heart the message which 1 send, 

And soothe thee with the trust that love like mine 
Will hve unchanging on till* time shall end , 

Burn with a flame that ne’er shall know decline. 

But, fed with hope, each day shall yet more hnghtly shine.’ 
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XCtll 

Wilt thou dear Cloud through regions far away 
This loving message to my darling bear 1 
Silent art thou yet not in vam I pray 
For \shca the Kain birds in the sultry air 
Crave the cool shower of thee Uiou dost not care 
To spoaV. in answer hut sweet drops descend 
And their faint strcugtli nod flagging wings repair 
So comes the uid tlic good delight to lend 
DtcmiDa the granted wish best answer to a fnend 


XCIV 

Thus faithful herald having cheered her heart 

'Who mourns m jobless solitude her fate 

From the high forehead of that hill depart 

'Where the celestial Bull who bears the weight 

Of Siva rends the rock with joy elate 

Return to me and let mj spint know 

Some comfort hearing of my darling s stale 

Ere my soul sink beneath its weight of woe 

Like a frail jasmine hud scorcht by the summers glow 

o 
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xc-v 

So shall my thanks repay Ih^ gentle (Icctl, 

And cvcrmoie my blessings follow thee 
So by the bieezes wafted, shall thou speed 
To pleasant regions where thou fain wouldst be, 
There rest delighted or there wander free , 

May the sw^eet ram ne’er fail thee , and thy bride. 
The splendid lightning, maj st thou cvei see 
Close to thyself in dazzling beauty ride, 

Flashing upon thy breast or sporting at thy side ' 

xcvi 

The mourner ceased , the airy envoy heard , 

And the fond speech, by love made eloquent, 
Kuvera’s bieast with soft compassion stirred 
His eai In meicy to the tale he bent 
That led his yielding spirit to relent, 

And made him, ere the term was nigh, restore 
The exile languishing in banishment. 

And freely bade him, all his trials o’er. 

Live with his love again with joy for eveimoie 
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THE SUPPLIANT DOVE 

Chased by a ha^K there camo a do\c 
Wuli worn and v.caiy 
And too\ her stand open tljc liand 
Of Kasi s noble king 

The monarcli smootlicd her nifflcd plumes 
And hid hci on his breast 
And cricil No fcir slial! \cx ihcc here 
Res>t prcll) eg" honi icst’ 

Fair Kasi s realm is rich an I w ido 
W ith golden haricsU gaj 
But all that 8 mine >\iU I resign 
Eic I my guest iKJtnj 


Cecares 
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But, panting for Ins half-won spoil, 

Tlic hawk was close behind, 

And with wild eye and eager cry 
Came swooping down the wind 
‘Tkis biul,’ he ciicd, ‘my destined prize, 

’Tis not for thee to shield 
’Tis mine by right and toilsome flight 
O’er hdl and dale and field 
Hunger and thiist oppress me soie. 

And I am faint with toil 
Thou shouldst not stay a bird of pioy 
Wiio claims his rightful spoil 
The}' say thou art a glorious king. 

And lustice is, thy c<xre 
Then justly leign m thy domain, 

Nor lob the birds of an ’ 

Then cried the king ‘ A cow' oi deer 
For thee shall sti ughtway bleed, 

Or let a ram or tender lamb 
Be slam, for thee to feed 

’ I liave retained the cow at the n&k of hurting the feelings of some 
sensitive Hindus Thit, apologue was composed before the cow w,is aaeio 
sauot 
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Mmc o'ltU forbids me to bctiny 
My bttle twice born guest 
See bow sbe clings with trembling wings 
io lier protectors bicast 
No flesb of lambs tlie hawk icplied 
No blood of deer for me 
1 be falcon loves to feed on doves 
And such is Heaven s decree 
But if affection for the dove 

Thy pitying heart Ins stiired 
Let thine own flesh m\ maw rcfie'.b 
"Weighed down against the bird 
He caned tbo flesh from off bis side 
And threw it in the scale 
"W hile women s cncs smote on the skies 
W ith loud lament and w ail 
He had c 1 tlie flesh from side and arm 
Fiom chest and back and tbigli 
But still dbove the little dove 

The monarch s scale stood high 
He heaped the scale with piles of flesh 
AN itli sinews, blood and skin 
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And when alone was left him hone 
He threw himself therein 
Then thundered voices through the an , 
The sky grew black as night , 

And fevei took the earth that shook 
To see that wondrous sight 
The blessed Gods, fiom every sphere, 

B}’’ India led, came nigh , 

While diuin and flute and shell and lute 
Made music in the sky 
They lamed immoital chaplets down, 
Which hands celestial twine, 

And softly shed upon his head 
Puie Amnt, drink divine 
Then God and Seiaph, Baid and Nymph 
Their heavenly voices laised, 

And a glad throng with dance and song 
The gloiious monaich praised 
They set him on a golden car 

That blazed with many a gem , 
Then swiftly thiough the air they flew. 
And bore him home ^ylth them 
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He stood upon the lofty ciest 

That crowns the Loid of Snow^ 
And hade the river of the Blest 
Descend on earth below 
Himalaya’s child, adored of all, 

The haughty mandate heard 
And hei proud bosom at the call 
With funous wrath was stnred 
Down from hei channel in the skies 
With awful might she sped. 

In a giant’s rush, in a giant’s size, 
On Siva’s holy head 



Tlir DFUfS^T Ot Oi^rA 
]lo dll iDc in Ijcr wr\th ‘tlic cmil 
And iH m) flcxx! rIiMI snctp 
And whir! him in \U whelming lidc 
To hcU fi prnfoimdc l deep 
He held the n\cr on liia head 

And kept her wnndenng wliere 
Dense o-s Hiinnln iH wooiU were prend 
riio tangles of liis Imir 
No way to earth she found nsliamotl 
lliough long and sore she strove 
Condemned until her jmdc were tnmwl 
Amid his locks to rove 
At length when many a jear h-vl past 
Ho hade her wandenngs end 
Bade the delighted flood at Kst 
Upon the earth descend 
^\^th deafening roar upon the rock 
Dowm sped the licavcnly tide 
And earth who trembled at the shock 
ith nollow voice rephed 
On countless glittering scalq;? the beam 
Of rosj nioruing flashed 
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Wheie fish and dolphins in the stream, 
Fallen and falling, dashed 
Then Bards who chant celestial laj’S, 

And N3mipbs of heavenly birth, 
Flocked loimd upon the flood to gaze 
That sti earned from sky to earth 
The Gods themselves from every sphere, 
Incompaiably blight, 

Boinc 111 their widen cars drew neai 

O 

To sec the wondrous sight 
The cloudless sky was all aflame 

With the light of a hundred suns. 
Where’er the shining chariots came 
That boie those holy ones 
So flashed the an with crested snakes 
And fish of evei}^ hue, 

As when the lightning’s glory breaks 
Through fields of summer blue 
And white foara-clbuds anu silver spiay 
Wore wildly tossed on high. 

Like swans that urge their homeward way 
Across the autumn sk}-^ 



THE DESCENT OF G&IIGA 23 J 

Now flowed tbe nvcr calm and clear 
With current deep and strong 
Now slowly broadened to a mere 
Or scarcely moved along 
Now 0 cr a length of sandy plain 
Her tranquil course she held 
Now rose her waves ind sank agam 
Bjv refluent waves jcjwdJed 


TARA’S LAMENT. 


Tara, widowed of her spouse, 

Kissed him on the cheek and brows , 
O’er her fallen hero bent. 

Called him with this wild lament 
' Still, my lord, without reply ^ 

Is the earth moie loved than I, 

That thou choosest to recline 
On her breast, foisakiug mine ^ 

Lord and keeper, good and brave. 
Sage to guide and strong to save. 

See, thy chiefs, a mournful ring, 

Wait around their silent king 
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■\\ lit thou still be stern anJ mute ? 
Must tlie> mis3 tby kiml salute ? 
Dearest wlicu the morning s reel 
Cvlls thee fiom thy rojal bed 
Iw thy wont to welcome each 
With a gift or pleasant speech 
Must thy lords unheeded stay? 

W ill thou not ainsc to day ? 

Wilt thou not awake from sleep 
While thy fneuds atmiud thee weep? 
Look thy child befote thee stands 
Lifts to thee Ins little hands 
Wilt thou silent yet despu>o 
That appeal of wistful cye'»? 

Ah ’ my love is dead is dead 
Ljok ye how his wounds have bled 
How the crimson torrents make 
Hound his lunhs a rising lake 
Deatli my child has burned hence 
Him who was our •'ure defence 
Come and look on him 
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Slam m figbt lias gone from us 
Kiss thy sue and say farewell ’ ’ 


Came the little child and fell 
On his knees and fondly pressed 
Those cold feet with arm and breast • 
‘ Here is Angada/ he cried , 

‘ Father, speak •’ but none rephed 


Weeping, as her child she viewed, 
Taia thus her plaint renewed 
‘ Hast thou not a word not one 
Father, for thy darling son ^ 

Canst thou still and silent he, 

Hear him call, and not reply 
Husband, by thy bloody bed 
Thus I sit and mourn thee dead , 

Like some mother of the herd. 

By the hon undetened, 

Mouimng m the grassy dell 
Where her loid and leadei fell ’ 



TRUE GLORY 


To whom IS glory justly due 1 
To those who pndc and hale subdue 
Who mid the joys that lure the sense 
Lead lives of holy abstinence 
Who when reviled their tongues restrain 
And injured injure not again 
Who asV of none but freely give 
Most liberal to all that live 
Who toil unresting through tho day 
Their parents joy and hope and stay 
Who welcome to U cir homes the guest 
And banish envy from their breast 
With reverent study love to pore 
On precepts of our sacred lore 
Who work not speak not think not sm 
In body pure and pure within 
Whom aval ice can ncer mislead 
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To guilty thought or sinful deed , 

Wliose fancy never seeks to roam 
Fiom the dear wives who cheei their home. 
Whose heio souls cast fear away 
When battling in a iightful fiay , 

Who speak the tiutli with d^ing bieath 
Undaunted by approaching death, 

Their lives illumed with beacon Imht 

o 

To guide their firothers"’ steps aught 
Who loving all, to all endeared. 

Fearless of all by none are feaied , 

To whom the woild with all therein. 

Dear as themselves, is more than kin , 

Who yield to others, wisely meek. 

The honouis which they scorn to seek , 

Who toil that rage and hate may cease 
And hue embitteied foes to peace , 

Who serve their God, the laws obey. 

And earnest, faithful, work and pi ay , 

To these, the bounteous, puie, and tiue. 

Is highest glozy justly due 


Mahahhai at. 
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INGRATITUDE 

0 Monarch hear rs ith mmd and car 
The Tfords that Brahma spake 
The thankless man Uvea under ban 
Who will his life may take 
Man for all sin ma) pardon win 
How deep Eoeer tbo guilt 
Yea for the slam of Brahman slam 
■\Vhoso blood must nocr be spilt 
Slave to the howl that kills the soul 
He turns and gains relief 
The liar yet may pardon get 
The perjured and the tluef 
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But nevei' can the thankless man 
Be pardoned for his cnme 
Disgrace and shame shall hunt his name 
Through life and endless time 
When, reft of friends, his days he ends 
In profitless remorse, 

E’en beasts of prey shall turn away 
And scorn his loathed corpse ’ 
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FEED THE POOR 

If thou would Witt the dear reward 
Which only virtue earns 
Waste not thy wealth upon the lord 
Who gift for gift retumb 
Not >Yith the rich thy treasures share 
Give aid to those whb need 
Aivd with the gold thy wants can spare 
Hie poor and hungry feed 
Be sure that those who would receive 
Deserve and crave thy care 
And ponder ere thy hands rchoe 
Ihc how and when and where 



THE WIBE SCHOLAR* 


I hold that scholar truly wise 
Who schools his heart and hps and ey^® 
Who can as worthless clay behold 
The treasures of another’s gold . 

Who looks upon his neighbour’s wife 
As upon her who gave him^hfe 
Who feels as for himself for all 
That hve on earth, both great and sma^^ 
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